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Ix presenting this work to the public, the writer confesses to the 
faith that it will be found to possess a deeper interest than that of a 
mere fictitious narrative, and to contain some significant words on 
questions of vital import to the growth of humanity. She is con- 
scious of having written with entire fidelity to her own highest per- 
ceptions of nature and truth, and she believes there are many 
noble, earnest hearts which will honor her convictions with their 
sympafliy. 

Gonunending to the hopeful and the wise this sincere expression of 
thought and sentiment, which she has gathered in the best of all 
universities — that of life's experience — she indulges the modest hope 
that there are true and loving spirits which will find therein an echo 
of what is dearest in their own 
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THE PARSONAGE OF BEECH GLEN. 



CHAPTER I. 

I said the years with change advance : 
If I make dark my countenance, 
I shut my life from floppier chance, 

Tennyson. 

I HAVE not renounced the world, but the world rejects me ; 
I do not grow bitter in heart, I do not sink into apathy, I 
do not repine at this ; above all, I do not vex the Eternal 
Father with my poor egotistic prayers, made up of wounded 
vanity, selfish discontent, and puerile unbelief. On the con- 
trary, I stand, as it were, poised amid universal relations, 
and the world goes on around me, and the starry heavens 
above me, and afar off, down from the very fountain of 
Divine love, pure floods of ineffable beauty and unadulte- 
rate truth are poured upon my upturned head — and thus 
I feel no isolation, no discontent, no grief. The great soul 
must be alone; and yet it feels a sweet, benign, lovely 
affinity with its kind, beyond the expression of all words, 

1* 
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and, as the finer harmonies are evolved in the world, man- 
kind grow into tender relations therewith, and learn to call it 
— Friend, Sister, Brother. 

Last night the shouts of a gay group of children came to 
my ear at night-fall — then I heard the easy roll of the rail- 
way train, as it slid along without effort, leaving a beau- 
tiful cloud sailing up the mountain side, and mingling with 
the glowing twilight; I heard the lowing of cattle amid the 
hills, and the lapsing flow of the river, and human voices in 
friendly communion; surely, I said, these are all akin, one 
to another; man so blends himself into the soul of nature, 
that there is no discord, no solitude — ^while J, I am ahne; 
then an eagle which had been poised upon a peak above, 
stooped himself nearly to my feet — slowly he circled around, 
slowly he raised himself into the blue ether, rising-^and ris- 
ing, now a broad, powerful wing displacing the red twilight; 
now fainter and fainter in the blue above, till my eyes watched 
in vain for his image, and only a faint thread dropped nearer 
and nearer along the sky, till it fell at my feet. The royal 
bird had loosed a pinion when nearest heaven, and the spirit 
of my invisible friend said take it and write therewith, it may 
ease thine own heart, it may comfort another's, and so I took 
up the eagle quill and wrote the following lines, and then 
this Journal: — 
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THE 60UL-S0UTUDB. . 

Alone, alone, in utmost need, 

With true-soul banning evil deed, 

And heart that breaks not, though it bleed. 

All, all alone to solve the doubt — 
To work our life-long problem out, 
Casting our feeble hands about, 

For human help, for human cheer. 
Or only for a human tear, 
Forgetting God is always near. 

The loveliest face bath never brought 
Its fairest look — the deepest thought 
Is never into language wrought — 

And beauty to the highest Art, 
Slips from the Painter's hand apart. 
And leaves him, aching at the heart : 

And music borne by echo back. 

Pines on a solitary track 

Till faint hearts cry, alas 1 alack ! 

Love seeks in vain an answering tone 
To that deep meaning of his own. 
Known unto God himself alone. 

The wine-press must alone be trod, 

The burning ploughshare pressed unshod — 

There is no rock of help but God, 
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Beech Glen is about a hundred miles from the great city 
of New York. The Delaware flows along amid the moun- 
tains, and the Neversink goes out of its way to make a 
friendly call here upon the master of waters. The Allegany 
Mountains have disposed themselves into an ampitheatre, 
leaving a plateau of no great space, but of remarkable beauty. 
This was a favorite haunt of the Indians prior to the advent 
of the white man ; here they kindled their council fires, here 
celebrated the feast of the new moon, and the harvest of 
corn ; and here the hunter found the returns of the chase 
compensated well the labor of his enterprise. A well- 
watered valley is always a desirable location to the savage 
as well as to the civilized man; the former knows that the 
soil is fruitful under his imperfect culture, and the wild den- 
izens of the wood seek it to drink of the stream and feed 
upon the natural meadows. Then, too, there is a something 
in the great heart of man, which rejects instinctively the 
monotony of the plain, and the untutored man yields himself 
spontaneously to an impulse which brings him into relatfbn 
with these wilder elements, as yet untamed in himself. Hence 
the Indian sought mountains and cataracts, and listened 
amid those to the deeper tones of his own heart. The civil- 
ized man seeks them from a like sentiment, but more faintly 
discerned amid the urgencies of traffic, and the hardening 
spirit of gain. Hence the Indian canoe, in the early settle- 
ment of the country, disappeared in the valley of the Dela- 
ware, and its level area gave place to the hamlets of civiliza- 
tion, displacing utterly the wigwam, and the simple field of 
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corn, as well as the council fire of the Indian. The wild deer 
no longer slakes his thirst in the pure waters, nor does the 
Indian maiden paddle her light skiff amid the shadows. 
Now the railway threads the valley, and girdles the moun- 
tain, and the shrill cry of the locomotive has usurped the 
deep melancholy voices of the woods. 

The houses of the village have followed the course of the 
valley, now stepping out into the sunshine of the river, and 
now nestling under the cliffs — one row of dwellings, and the 
rude but picturesque church, are ranged under the bust, as 
one might say, of a huge mountain, which, after rising to 
the height of many hundred feet, divides itself into two 
smooth, beautiful swells, resembling a woman's breast, and 
thence the mountain is called the Paps. Murmuring dells, 
exquisite nooks, wild and rugged chasms abound in the 
valley. Huge boulders are found resting amid tangled 
vines, and stately trees give resting to innumerable birds. 
Occasionally in winter, a wolf, forced by hunger, penetrates 
tfte savage barrier of rocks in quest of food ; or the deer, 
bewildered in his way, stays panting at the gateway of the 
glen, and then bounds adown the vale, and is lost amid the 
woods ; but the chief animals untamed as yet by man, are 
the fox and the rabbit, which may be seen at nightfall, 
when the moon floods valley and river with her silvery light, 
stealing across the plain, with long, noiseless leaps, to find 
security elsewhere. 

Altogether, Beech Glen is one of the wildest, the love- 
liest, and most picturesque places of a country rich every- 
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where in beautiful scenery. Three States of the Union 
claim a foothold here, at the very point where once was 
kindled the Council fire of the Indian. The railway threads 
aloof from a spot held sacred by instinct as well as tradi- 
tion, and the inhabitants of the Glen see the whole world of 
noise and thrift pass onward with the locomotive as if uncon- 
scious of the spirit of beauty here nestled between the hills. 
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CHAPTER n. 

His words are bonds, his oaths are oracles ; 
His love sincere, his thoaghts immaculate ; 
His tears, pure messengers sent from the heart ; 
His heart as far from fraud, as heaven from earth. 

Shakspeark. 

Now, I will visit Niagara, I said to myself, after years 
of — ^no, I cannot say what. But it has been decreed that I 
should press that chalice from which the agonized heart 
appeals, with the plaintive, "if it be possible, let this cup 
pass from me," nevertheless, we drink submissively — and 
from thence no human ministry can be of any avail to us. 
Our course is onward, by the light of stars ; we belong to 
the heights of Nature, and live in unseen relations. So I 
said, I will visit Niagara. I have toiled up mountains, and 
have lived ages in the brief moments that allied me to 
the mighty of all times. I saw Niagara years ago. , It was 
too vast, too overwhelming. The thoughts that swelled my 
brain were too much for me to encounter, and I longed to 
be away. But now I will go thither. Now, the ocean 
from whence it comes, and the ocean to which it tends, are 
like the infinite past and the infinite future to man ; and the 
ever hurrying rapids, hastening to the final plunge ; the 
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maddening dread ; the wild tumult ; the spray ; the foam ; 
th, rainbow at our feet, or arching the clouds above ; aye I 
these typify the brief span of life, and now I will go to 
Xiagara. I comprehend it. I am serene, joyous, and 
Niagara is now but a symbol to me. Vast and tumultuous 
as it is, it sinks into insignificance before the majesty of 
human passions. 

"Let the dead bury their dead." Would that men 
would learn this. The reminiscent mind is a weak one. 
The Statesman who looks too much to the past will 
lose sight of the promise in the future. The Pulpit that 
looks backward for authority, denies the very doctrine it 
professes to affirm, that truth is onward. The revelations of 
to-day ought to put to blush all those of the times that are 
past, for one oracle fully understood prepares the way for 
one still higher. 

I am alone in the world. I am neither wife, nor daughter, 
nor sister, nor friend, except to one poor, unlettered man, who 
served my family when I was a child, and he now is my only 
friend. No great calamities came upon my kindred, but 
each and all have been gathered into the granary of death, 
leaving me alone. My mother, my noble, my great-hearted 
mother, with her stern integrity, her severe religious faith, 
her unconquerable self-reliance, and deep spiritual intuitions, 
went last, God help me 1 When I think of what she was, 
I am ashamed of myself. I should have been a Prophet ; I 
should have sung all night to the stars, and have caught 
new inspirations with the coming morn. And yet what am 
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I ? Nothing — ^nothing. I shame to say it, to feel it. Yd 
have I triumphed so far, that now I am greatly calm. 

And so I will keep a journal of the times and seasons 
that will come to me, lest I, solitary as I am, decline in my 
pathway. I must live amid mountains and rivers, or by the 
great ocean. I should suffocate upon a plain. I should 
stagnate by a lake. But a river tending to the sea, hasten- 
ing to be lost in what is greater than itself is beautiful and sig- 
nificant^ and so I have come to this place, away from all my 
early associations, to live till my life be merged in the eternal. 

Upon reaching the inn I sent for my friend. I am not 
ashamed to call this man friend. I should not be on any 
emergency, were I not, as I am, indebted to him beyond 
repay; for he is upright, diligent, and carries a soul so can- 
did that I know him to be mostly womanly in his nature, 
virginal, as are the pure in heart. I went to this man once, 
as I would go to God, and say, " hide me in the secret of 
thy pavilion till the stonn be over past." And he did so, 
with a clear, calm strength, a loyalty and devotion more 
than human — ^it was the kindling of the divine within him. 

When I met John True, I did not stop to think of the 
degree of cordiality or dignity to be assumed, but I gave 
him both my hands spontaneously, and held my cheek for 
hun to kiss, and my tears flowed plentifully, and I was not 
sorry when he said, 

" Now the Lord be praised. Miss Bertha, you have got 
your beauty back, and you look like no other woman I ever 
laid eyes on." And then we talked, not much of the past, 
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and I told John I would live with him, and would have 
rooms for myself, and make him happy, and a thriving man 
in the village. " I have disposed of my property, which is 
enough for us all, John," I said, " and now I am very calm, 
quite happy, John, and I can make others happy also." I 
saw that John wept, and looked at me as one looks whose 
heart aches for another, and so I talked of his own family, 
and said: — 

" So then, John, you are married. Well, I only hope you 
are as happy as you deserve to be." 

John turned his clear honest eyes away from my face a 
moment, and then answered slowly, 

" Well, a married man can't in the nature of things be 
very happy. He's a sort of slave at the best. But he's a 
poor mean man that won't marry, notwithstanding. Some- 
how women sec things in a different light from men, and I'm 
firm of opinion they have a nicer sight than men, but it's a 
worrying kind of life married people lead." 

" John, you alarm me." 

" I didn't speak of myself in particular, but of married 
folks in general. If there's children the woman's always 
ailing, and complains that we are monsters for causin' 'em so 
much sufferin'; if there isn't any children they complain con- 
trarywise." 

" But, John, why did you marry ? Who did you marry ?" 

John twisted his huge body uneasily in his chair, an in- 
genuous child-like expression gathered upon his face, and now 
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he turned his eyes fall upon mine. '' Miss Bertha/^ he said, 
*' it isn't the part of a man to be talking agin a woman, and 
that woman his wife. But, Miss Bertha, I will speak the 
truth candid-like to you. I knew the woman who married 
me would have a sort of trial in me. I'm dull and slow of 
apprehendin', so when I married Defiance Green, I looked 
upon it I did nothin' more than my duty, and a dubious kind- 
ness it was to her." 

" This seems very odd, John ; how happened you to marry 
her with such feelings ?" 

John was silent for more than a minute, and when he 
spoke his blush was worthy of a woman. 

" Well, somehow Defiance took to likin' of me. She tried 
not to show it ; but I knew it always, and knew it was my 
duty to be considerate, seein' as I had done the mischief. 
So, when I popped the question, she didn't by no means 
refuse me ; but she's got a great trial in me." 

" Tyiiy, John, I can't believe any such thing of you." 

" Well, she's pious, and I'm no better than a reprobate. 
She thinks three times while I'm thinkin' once— so my an- 
swers and doin's always meet her'n at the wrong place. No 
longer ago than yesterday, I nigh about killed her with my 
blunders. She sets the baskets, and pails, and ashes, jist 
outside of the door, on a big rock, and when I find's 'em 
there I always knows Defy means me to empty em. So I 
comes home and finds a large kettle filled with something 
hot, and I takes it to the hog-pen and empts it in. Defy 
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enymost broke down under it. I'd thrown out all her pre- 
served peaches, sot out there to cool." 

I am glad my nature is but little demonstrative in the 
way of laughing, for my unavoidable smile, slight as it was, 
annoyed the remorseful John. 

" You must have everything your own way, Miss Bertha," 
continued John, " but I'll tell you a little about Defy, and I 
know you are not the woman to quarrel with anybody. In 
the first place, Defy wouldn't lie nor backbite for her right 
hand. She took care of Dorothy, in her last sickness, and 
my sister said that of her." 

At the mention of this sister, I laid my hand on that of 
John, and murmured, " She is with God and the spirits of 
holiest angels, John," and I wept anew, for Dorothy had 
been more than mother or sister could be to me. I was 
glad to see John weep as he did, for I had felt all along that 
he needed such relief, and over this common centre of inter- 
est we could both meet. At length he took from his pocket- 
book a letter, stained and discolored by time and accident, 
and put it into my hands. It was unsealed, but I did not 
need John's assurance that he had not read it. 

*' Sometimes," said he, " I did not know but I ought to read 
it, seeing it might ease my mind of some doubts. But she 
went out of her head before I could ask her any particulars, 
and so I've kept it here ever since, waitin' for something to 
turn up, and make my way clear." 

*' Has your wife, do you think, ever read it ?" For as yet 
I dared not open the letter myself. 
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" No," answered John ; " it isn't right to put a log in the 
Way of the lame, nor a stone in the path of the blind. Defy 
is as good as it is in the nature of such a woman to be ; but 
a woman that's always digging out comers with a stick when 
her fingers is too small, most likely carries her Hkin' that 
way into other things." 

I now made inquiries respecting the place and people, and 
asked John what could have induced him to come to this 
wild region to live* 

" In part," said he, " because people in the old place asked 
me questions, and sot and talked of the family I have loved, 
as well as served, from a boy, as they would talk of the 
heathen. No sympathy, no love-like ; but only a sort of 
satisfaction that they had been unlucky-like." 

"Nextly, I remembered how you felt about mountains, 
and I see a reason for it ; but mostly because I found the 
preacher here an uncommon man in many ways. He saw 
you once, and his manner was such that it never left my 
mind, and I inquired him out, and come here to live ; for I 
mean to bring up my children religious*like. 

I felt the color leave my face at this announcement about 
the minister. John observed it, and answered to my look : — ► 

" La, Miss Bertha, nobody in the bom world would know 
you to be the same person. I've never let on that I ever 
see him before." 

This reassured me, and renewed all my faith in the dis- 
cretion of my good friend. I cannot, must not, will not 
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reviye the past. I haye hearsed it to the burial, and now 
the to-day, the to-morrow, is all that is left me. I will 
write new records npon my life, so that the past shall be as 
if it had not been. 
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CHAPTER III. 

As for my wife, 
I would you had her spirit in such another ; 
The third of the world is yours, which, with a snaffle, 
You may pace easy, but not such a wife. 

Shaespeabe. 

A FEW days sufficed to settle me somewhat in my new 
home. I found Defiance possessed of what might be called 
the imp of neatness^ Nothing in the shape of stain could 
resist her scrubbing, except her own forehead, which was 
mottled with brown spots indicating disease, and which, 
from incessant washing and rubbing, had assumed the color 
of pale mahc^ny, and had a polish that might do honor to 
a table. She has a small figure, very neat and tidy ; 
shoulders, a little high ; lips, compressed ; and eyes, rather 
far apart, of a black color, those fixed black eyes that 
never change^ but look out with a steady blackness, like 
beads, or mice eyes. 

She met me in the middle of the room, and gave me her 
hand, which had a pump-handle feel about it. She did not 
smile in the least, bat her w6rds came out square as from a 
machine. Her two children were washed, and brushed, and 
starched, and ironed, to the utmost of those things, and of 
course, they looked like machines also. Each scrabbled 
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down from the chair on which she was placed, and ducked 
me a quick curtesy, and was up again in the instant. 

I shall be content much with this neatness of Defiance, 
for " cleanliness is next to godliness," I remembered ; but 
the next morning when I heard, before it was well light, the 
little hard heels of Defiance, digging, as it seemed, through 
the house, my heart misgave me. However, the breakfast 
was so nice and fresh, and her housekeeping so excellent, 
that I must be hard to please indeed, if I do not feel satis- 
fied. 

Accordingly I had opportunity to make some plans even 
before I left my bed in the morning. Defiance was cleaning 
a pantry adjoining my room, and as there was only a board 
partition between, I was compelled to hear the conversation 
she carried on, only slightly hindered by the noise of the 
scrubbing-brush. Now, I should go mad, I believe, to live 
where the first sounds of the morning should be those of 
toil, and those of discontent. I would, like Plato, be 
wakened to the sounds of music — ^I would have the first 
notes of the bird, the first incense of th« blossom recall my 
senses from Shadow Land. I, who walk with God in the 
night time, who behold in sleep the mysteries and beauties of 
the very soul of nature, would greet Apollo with the music 
of a Memnon. Thank God, and the forecast of my parents, 
I am far above want, so that now I may follow the harmo- 
nies of life, and when I toil it will be joyously in aid of 
others. 
I found that Defiance (I gathered this from what I heard 
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as she scrubbed the closet) was far from content at having 
given me the " best room in the house," and felt indisposed 
to " wait " upon me, " She's no better than I am," I heard 
her say ; what was the reply of John I did not hear. 

" A lady, you say," answered Defiance, " a * born and 
bred lady,' well, so am I, and a married woman, and the 
mother of children into the bargain." 

" Faugh !" I could not help to exclaim, and I covered my 
head in the sheets lest I should hear more. 

" Any woman, every woman, can get a husband, if that is 
all that is wanted in the world. She has but to be tame, 
orderly, decent-looking, and she is a safe wife, such as care- 
ful, money-making men like ; such as ambitious men, wish- 
ing neither division nor encumbrance in their career, like ; 
such as vain men, conceited men, who want to play " Sir 
Oracle," like ; buV are they loved ? When women learn 
to reverence themselves, then men will love and honor them. 
They marry for a maintenance, and men are aware of the 
fact, and give them this in accordance with the contract, but 
the heart is not so bargained for. The woman is in effect 
sold in the majority of cases. She renounces all persoTial 
rights, that she may be housed and fed. Good God, what 
degradation ! What a desecration of all that is holy in 
womanhood. The law recognises her only as the property 
of her husband, and thus the defiance of Petruchio has a 
true legal foundation, when he asserts of his wife. 



2 
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" I will be master of what is mine own ; 
She is my goods^ my chattels ; she is my hoiise, 
My TiouseTiold stuffs mj field, my ham, 
My Tiorse, my ox, my ass, my anything ; 
And here she stands, touch her whoever dare." 

Well, women are content, it may be, in this ; they think 
it womanly dependence ; they think it gentle, and refined, to 
be regarded as dead, except as marriage gives them an 
indirect existence. I look into my own soul, and there 
behold so many intimations of individual life, so many sweet, 
sacred aspirings, which come from no medium source, but 
direct from the Framer of my spirit, that I cannot so regard 
myself. Then, too, this view of myself creates, in my own 
mind, such a reverence for the nature of man — our Brothers, 
as I like to call the sex, that, I feel all the coquetries of 
woman, all the wheedlivg and numaging, so predominant in 
our sex, as so many outrages and impositions upon the holi- 
ness of our humanity, and I see that all these arise from this 
perversion of our nature, through the mistaken sentiment of 

dependence. 

But, I am an '* old maid," as Defiance called me more 
than once, and how should I know of these subjects ? Am I 
happy ? Am I, an isolated, obscure woman, utter and entire 
mistress of myself, going and coming at mine own will and 
pleasure, expending money, buying and selling at the dicta- 
tion of no one, am I happy? Yes, I am happy in all this. 
I believe it should be thus to the sex, in all external and 
pecuniary matters. I believe Love to be the soul-need, not 
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the money-getter. I believe Love should be held utterly 
idoof from the spirit of barter. I believe that the sexes 
should be entirely independent of each other in money mat- 
tes. Each should hold and accumulate property, without 
reference to the other. It should be as honorable in a woman 
to amass wealth, as in a man; not for the sake of accumula- 
tion merely, but because of the privileges it ensures. 

Love will find his own harmonies. He is alway a poor 
housekeeper; therefore, it is very hazardous to put him to 
the purchase of frying pans and furniture, carriages and coal, 
salt and sole-leather. He is not a good cook; his cakes will 
be burned, his bread underdone. He hates kitchens and 
cellars, and laundries, andpotatoe fields; but the June rose, 
the morning dew, the snowy lawn, the fresh drapery, and 
\e dainty footfall, are his peculiar ambuscade. True, he 
will grow to the depth of anguish and tears, and live on 
despite of the sable, melancholy garments with which misery 
sometimes invests him; but he does not covet these, and 
would reject them altogether, were his nature less divine. 

I question myself closely — ^I think deeply, upon our moral 
problemsi and most reverently do I treat the humblest mind 
earnestly bent upon their solution. Do I reject marriage 7 
I ask again and again. God forbid that I should do so. ^ It 
is very sacred, very lovely, in my eyes, and, therefore, to be 
sustained from pure motives. To me, it seems as if the true 
motive for marriage, is the desire for children. But the love 
which may or may not result in this desire is a prior exist- 
ence. I do not see why two persons, who, at present, are 
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all the world to each other, should wish to change their 
already true, pure relation, into one more external, unless 
this instinct of paternity have become fully developed in 
them. The one soul-need of companionship has become one 
embracing other, and, it may be, grosser elements. 

But am I happy? I ask again. Not quite. Now, how- 
ever, I am fit for happiness. Now I am loorthy of Love, 
Yes, that is it; I am unselfish, I am truthful, I am courage- 
ous, I am individual, I am wise. Yes, I feel that I am all 
these, in a degree according to my capacities. I have sor- 
rowed, but am not embittered. The largest life should bring 
the noblest love, and yet I prefer my single blessedness above 
all things. 

As these thoughts passed through my mind, I loosened 
my long hair, and sat up and drew the glass to me, and took 
a clear inventory of my charms. A pale clear complexion, 
regular features, a bust and arms that I dare call beautiful, 
small feet and hands. " This is well," I said. " I hope 
never to grow old. * Thou hast the dew of thy youth,' is the 
most beautiful of benedictions, and youth is in the soul." 

At the breakfast I proposed that John should engage 
men, and build upon the side of his house a new wing, and 
I drew the model of my rooms at once. " And then Defy 
must have a girl," I said, " and we must have a beautiful 
garden, and flowers upon our table when we eat, and they 
will make pleasant talk and happy hearts." 

John looked most gratefully into my face, but Defiance 
sighed deeply. 
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" These arc all vanity," she said, " and take our thoughts 
away from more solemn things." 

" No ; God has lavished flowers and sunshine, singing 
birds, blue skies, and holiday fields upon us. The storm 
comes, a brief space amid days of beauty. Pain intermixes 
with years of health. Happiness, beauty, is the rule, evil 
the exception." 

" We tend to evil as the sparks fly upward," answered 
Defiance piously. 

I grew silent. I saw there was a dead obstinacy, a dull 
spirit of dogmatism about the woman, with which it was 
useless to contend ; and so I praised the white curds, and 
the nice bread, and "let my victuals stop my mouth," in 
accordance with the injunction given in these words by 
Defiance to one of the children. 

I soon learned what I should have thought St. Paul 
meant by " the thorn in the flesh," had not the great apostle 
been the sturdy bachelor that he was ; for Defiance has the 
faculty of never being pleased. She never laughs out, but 
has an inside, hysterical sort of a sound, to go with any very 
spiteful saying of hers. John is painstaking and diligent, 
but far from well to do ; and I, alone as I am, will devote 
much of my wealth to his family. 

I am little drawn to the children, which I regret ; but 
they have the flat, unmeaning face of the mother, and seem 
determined not to accept of an idea unsanctioned by her. 
They say little to their father, and indeed I am surprised 
to find they regard him with something like hostility. I 
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learned, subseqaentlj, this was owing to a habit Defiance 
has of speaking of poor John as " in the gall of bitterness 
and bonds of iniquity/' because he has not as yet become a 
member of the village church. I found that old maids and 
non church-communicants are her especial ayersion. The 
former she regards with great contempt. Any girl past the 
age of twenty, unmarried, falls under this denomination. 
John has kept my history so entirely from her that she is 
at a loss to judge of my age, and seems greatly bent upon 
learning what it may be. I should have been amused at 
her many attempts to satisfy herself upon this head, were 
not all memories so painful to me, that it is like the sharp 
thrust of a sword to have the past revived. Accordingly, 
I said to her when she plied me with questions : — 

"Please, Defiance, never ask me of years, ages, or 
times of any Mud. I never remember a birth-day. I 
never wish to know the age even of a child. I ask 
is the child fair ? is it true ? is it lovely ? But its days or 
years are of little import. I was younger at fifteen than 
girls are ordinarily at ten. In one aspect I am now older 
than Methuselah, in another I am a child of seven summers." 

Defiance opened her thin lips with a blank amazement, 
and ejaculated : — 

" When you come to give an account for the deeds done 
in the body, your memory will be sharpened up to strict 
recollection. Did your mother not have your birth recorded 
in the family Bible V 

" Oh, yes, I was duly authenticated there and in the parish 



THE PARSONAGE OF BEECH 6LEN. 31 

register. Bat come, Defiance, let as climb to the top of the 
moontain, and see how the world looks beyond the yaUej." 

" No, I cannot this afternoon," she answered, "oar female 
prayer-meeting takes place at three, and I woald not fail to 
be there." 

" May I ask the sabject of yoar prayers ?" I said. 

" We pray for the conversion of oar anbelieving hasbands," 
she answered with great solemnity. 

** Yoa do not go oat in this way to pat shame apon yoar 
good, trae-hearted hasband. Defiance?" I asked, with a 
feeling of pain I coald hardly conceal. 

" John is a good hasband, it is trae, bat he is far firom 
grace. He is far from acceptance in divine mercy," she 
replied, with a smirk of conceit that made her little, agly, 
hard £ax^e, ten times more agly, hard, and disagreeable. 

And so I climbed the moantain alone, and gathered 
mosses, and broaght home wild flowers, and wrote verses, 
and forgot that men and women are mean and doll ; bat 
remembered only the great, nobler aspects to which all re- 
spond in periods of emergency. 
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CHAPTER lY. 

Face and figure of a child — 

Though too calni; you think, and tender, 
For the childhood you would lend her. 

And a stranger — ^when he sees her — 

In the street even — smileth stilly, 

Just as you would at a lily. 

Elizabeth B. BROwxiyG. 

We become great as we surmount difficulties. We grow 
noble the more we are thrown upon our own responsibilities. 
Those who hold themselves amenable to God alone, are hard 
task-masters to themselves. I did not go to church the first 
Sunday of my arrival ; for, being responsible to no earthly 
creature, I claim the privilege of winning heaven in my own 
way. The sermons of our clergy, dull as they must neces- 
sarily be, in a profession overworked, and where the mind 
is bent solely to establish and elucidate old dogmas, I find 
it impossible to sit them out. Could we have prayers and 
music — not open prayers, but that silent appeal which might 
be made so impressive by the aid of music intermingled, and 
the teachings less vague and generalizing, worship would be 
more attractive. 

To-day, however, I went at the call of the little church 
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bell, and right glad now am I that I did so. The voice of 
the pastor is singularly rich and melodious — ^not loud, but 
exquisitely cultivated — and the human voice, when so trained, 
is more touching than any music. Its tones were not unfa- 
miliar, but where I have heard the voice I cannot now 
recall. Ernest Helfenstein is no ordinary man. His face has 
a somewhat anxious expression, such as men who are true and 
earnest always assume when they are not living in accor- 
dance with their highest intuitions. He is a bachelor, and 
lives in an old house embowered in trees, where his ances- 
tors have long lived. His discourse was full of pure, spi- 
ritual insight, and prepared with great artistic care. But it 
was not so much what he said, as the conviction I felt, that 
a great, true soul, lived behind the words, and gave force to 
the utterance. 

John's pew was in a prominent part of the house, and I 
had a fair opportunity to see the people. I observed that 
most of them remained to say a word with the Pastor, and 
his clear tones and faint smile had a peculiar grace about 
them. I thought of John the Beloved, and felt that Ernest 
was akin to that disciple. On our way home I was struck 
with the appearance of two children who walked before a 
tall, gaunt man, and a shrewish-looking woman, the latter of 
whom occasionally addressed the children in a sharp voice, 
because of their too great speed in walking. This couple, 
I was told, was Deacon Pettingal and his wife, the 
keepers of the alms-house, and these children were paupers. 

They bore no resemblance to each other, and yet seemed 

2* 
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inseparable. The boy had a roguish, careless tone about 
him, as if there was nothing in life bat what is mean, and 
bad, and funny. But he was entirely under the dominion 
of his companion, a girl of nine or ten years. This child 
could not be passed without observation. She was some- 
what thin, and had a restless movement, a half-haughty, 
half-abashed look. Her hair had been cut very short, and 
was now just beginning to show curls of the loveliest golden 
hue, upon which the light played as if in love with the object. 
I wished to see the color of her eyes, for they were shaded 
by long black lashes. I could not forbear patting her head 
as I passed her, for the purpose of making her look up. But 
she shook her shoulders impatiently, and walked ahead with 
a quicker step, without lifting her eyes. 

" Stop that, you now, Catherine, none of that," said the 
shrewish woman. " Walk slower on the Lord's day." 

Hoping to mend matters, I said, " Catherine, will you 
not walk with me," and attempted to take her hand, but as 
I did so, I was shocked to see, the little thing was weeping; 
the boy saw it, also. 

"Get out," he cried, "you only want to make her cry; 
get out, I say. We live in the poor-house, and don't talk 
to nobody." 

This was a poor beginning, and as persons were attracted 
by the scene, and stared much at me, as being a stranger, I 
fell back and continued to observe the children. The girl had 
a pair of stout shoes, within which her little delicate feet were 
quite lost; her dress was very short, and left her limbs, most 
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exquisitelj proportioned, yisible nearly to the knee ; a cotton 
cape like her dress, concealed her shoulders, and a small 
straw hat, in part, covered her head. I could not get the 
thought of this child out of my mind. She pained me all 
over in my thoughts ; she seemed bruised in spirit — out of 
place, and forsaken. Sometimes it has happened that an 
old estate falls to decay, and the garden walls are broken 
down; and what has been the abode of taste and the home 
of luxury is forgotten. Rank weeds spring amid the hedge- 
rows, and vines trail along the earth, and noxious plants 
stifle the rose blossoms that once sent a thrill of joy to refined 
hearts. The ancient garden has become a common — the 
village cattle brouse, and household animals find a refuge 
there. Perhaps, like me, the stranger lingers about the 
spot, and finds one rose struggling to the light, pale, but 
beautiful, and more touching from its loneliness. It is a 
creature of another sphere, living on despite of desolation, 
because the soul of beauty is loth to abandon its receptacle. 

So seemed this child to me, and I devised many plans to 
remove her -from her present situation. I would gladly take 
her to my own heart and home, but at present we have no 
room, and when I proposed doing so to Defiance^ she looked 
so spiteful and ill-tempered at the proposal to put sucJi a 
child in any relation with hers, that I was obliged to be 
quiet. 

I returned to the house after church, with so many shadowy 
images crowding upon my mind, that I shrank from reve- 
lations, which, at another time, would have been hailed wit 
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joy. " Not now, not now," I cried, " I am too weak to bear 
more." It is a beautiful law in our creation, that the eternal 
past becomes no less a sealed book to us than the future. 
In the brief span of my recognised existence, have been 
periods over which I have prayed that the dim Lethe might 
roll — ^and the future may have periods, never like the past — 
for nature and experience are never repeated — but periods to 
be encountered with a like dread. Once I prayed for obli- 
vion; now I arise from the past to a sublimer future. I 
would not forget it, but to-day — I am weak — I am cowardly. 
The moon shines coldly downward, and I feel as if her rays 
were searching, penetrating like some evil spy into the hid- 
den chambersrof my being. Buried recollections start vividly 
to light. Voices haunt me in my solitude. The little pau- 
per, Catherine, has, more than once, come visibly before me, 
and her weird, holy eyes look mournfully into mine. 

I closed the lattice, and endeavored to sleep, but in vain; 
it was not till I had relieved my surcharged heart, at the 
fountains of poesy, that the cool, balmy fingers of sleep 
played along my wearied senses. I wrote the following in 
this mood : 

SHTTT OUT THE MOON. 

In the presence of the moon and the starry spheres, we feel no 
other want than to love, and to be worthy of love. — Cordwe. 



Shut out the moon I she hath no welcome her 
She maddens vrith her sad reproachful ray, 
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And with her dee!>eniii£r ssiiZe. so like a tear — 
TbAt stAielv, calm, nnwinkinir kx^k airav — 

Shut on; the moon. 

She giiJes wiihin the litnee h->!iod find sulL 
And lavs her cold pa!e fiiurers on mv brow — 
She must awav, there is a withering thrill 
In eTery tonch of hers npon me now — 

Shut out the moon. 

The madness of the past — ^to-dav's wild grief — 
The blackness broodinjr on the coming vears — 
No Gilead balm of hope to yield relief, 
And wake the sealed np treasunr of tears I 

Shut ont the moon. 

Have I not underneath her pallid beam 
Trembled with hopes and joys too bright for earth ? 
Thrilled through the hours as in a rosy dream 
Unto a voice too deep and fond for mirth ? 

Shut out the moon — 

And she looked on beneath her starry crown, 
And walked in queenly beauty through the night., 
As now she walks — as when she glided down 
And bathed Endymion in her hollow light. 

Shut out the moon I 

Thou queen-eyed sister of the song-god, why 
Didst thou to Latmus stoop ? why didst thou pine 
For human love, and thus come all too nigh 
To us, pierced by Apollo's darts and thino ? 

Slnit out the moon. 
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Her silver feet across the waters glide ; 
Her ermined mantle drapes the craggy steep ; 
Her fingers part the solemn bonghs aside, 
N^or wake the wild bird from his dewy sleep. 

Shut ont the moon. 

Do I not know that by the moasy brook 
She listens to the bird that darkling sings ? — 
And shows with her white hand the flowery nook, 
Where Love, contented Love, embowered his wing? 

Shnt ont the moon. 

Oh ! she doth speak too wildly to onr hearts, 
Becalls the bnried hopes and dreams of years — 
A fond, heart-yearning tenderness imparts, 
From which we wake to wretchedness and tears. 

Shnt out the moon. 

She taketh to herself the look we wear — 

She smiles with Love's and Psyche's plaintive eye ; — 

She apes the stillness, deadness of despair. 

Yet sits nntonched, nnpitying in the sky. 

Shut out the moon. 

When I hsid finished the above, I laid my head upon my 
pillow, and not till then did I feel the soft cmra upon my 
brow, which, to me, always precedes sleep. Ah 1 nightly 
am I conscious of the breath of invisible spirits, stealing over 
my temples, and soothing me to forgetfulness of earth and 
its wearying pDgrimage. 
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CHAPTER V. 

She was a woman of a stiiTiiig life, 

Wlioee heart was in her house : two idieels ehe had 

Of antique form — ^this, large for spinning wool, 

That, small for flax ; and if one wheel had rest, 

It was because the other was at work. 

Wordsworth. 

I HAYS been able, with much difficult j, to procnre a smart 
Irisb girl for Defiance. I took her to mj own room and 
made suitable inquiries as to her capacity and trnst-worthi- 
ness, before I yentnred to hand her over to her mistress. 
Sbe bas all the frank, impnlsiye qualities of her people, inter- 
mingled with a little harmless craft, which impels the Irish 
to be all things to all men, with no very holy purpose. But 
I like the race ; like to have them about me. They make a 
fine cross, with their lavish unthrift, to the over-providence 
of the Yankee, and their good-natured hopefulness contrasts 
well with the energy, coupled with severity, on the part of 
our people. The Yankee cannot be amused unless his coat 
is in good repair, the kitchen stocked, and the parlor carpet- 
ed. But an Irishman is gloriously indifferent to all, and 
rushes into fun in spite of rags, or hunger, or home. The 
Yankee lives for to-morrow, the Irishman for to-day. The 
one cannot enjoy earth, so anxious is he to win heaven ; 
while the other makes sure of to-day, and shrewdly bus- 
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pects that even " purgatory isn't so bad as 'tis cracked np to 
be/' The Yankee scorns to consult his wife, and is nervously 
afraid of being hen-pecked, while the Irishman submits every- 
thing to the " auld woman," and gives and takes blows, as a 
matter of course. 

But I digress. Biddy is very tidy, and has the rare 
quality of knowing how to hold her tongue. I told her to 
do whatever she was bid, and I would be responsible for her 
comfort and wages ; and I really took pleasure in seeing to 
the little furnishings of her room. In looking for the con- 
veniences of the bath for her, and placing a small bureau, 
and table, and chairs, over the nicely painted floor, with a 
pretty rug by the bedside. Then I bought a crucifix, and a 
pair of candlesticks, and match-box, and gave Biddy especial 
orders never to carry a light from the kitchen to her room, 
and to keep all things in order. 

Defiance was greatly scandalized at the crucifix, and at 
first peremptorily refused to have it in the room. "It is 
countenancing Romanism," she declared. " It is justifying 
the worship of images, and making ourselves worse than the 
heathen. .,VWhat's the use of sending out Bibles and mission- 
jrffes to- the heathen, when we help people to worship stocks 
land stones ^st our own door ?" 

" Surely, of what use is it ?" I replied, " while we have 
work-houses, and prisons, and gallowses, and slave-markets, 
at home.* Oh I we must rid ourselves of all these enormities, 
If we hope to present the spirit of divine love to tfie benighted 
of other lands." 
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" I nerer beard auvtiOdT so opyiosed to all Chiistijui institu- 
tions as yon seem to be. Miss Bertha, I mnst say. If onr 
work-honses do not prore the piwress of Christian charity 
in proriding for the j»oor, I do not know what does. Fm 
sure the clergy always speak of them in this light ; and as 
to prisons, if people commit crimes, we most hare a place in 
which to keep them from further mischief.'' 

"But Christians should provide against crimes. An 
ounce of prerention is better than a pound of cure, De- 
fiance." 

" Well, prisons are a preventiye. I heard a Tery good 
sennon preached upon that subject. And as for hanging 
people, when they have committed great crimes, it's nothing 
more than right they should die for it — as can be proved 
from Scripture. * He that sheddeth man's blood, by man shall 
his blood be shed/ And as for keeping them in prison for 
life, it's a tax upon society — the good, and virtuous, and 
industrious would have to work to support a lazy, brutal 
vagabond. I heard Dr. Cleaver himself preach at full upon 
the subject." 

" But, Defiance, the Bible says not a word of the gallows, 
and that must be purely a Christian invention, unsanctioned 
by Judaism. I had thought that the great laws of life wore 
shadowed forth in the quotation you have made, not a legal 
injunction." 

" As to Slavery," continued Defiance, *' tliat can bo sup- 
ported, as everybody knows, from tlie Bible." 

" Well, then. Defiance, if the Bible does sanction onormiticH 
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from which the instincts implanted in us by God himself re- 
coil, it is no word of His." 

Defiance looked horror-struck. "Then you deny the 
word of God openly. I thought as much.'' And she took 
her daughter Jane by the hand and put her out of the room, 
as much as to say, " you must not hear these blasphemies." 

" Defiance," I said, and I said it sternly, " It is a crime, 
just as much as any other crime, to misinterpret or falsify 
the meaning of another. I do not believe the Bible sanctions 
any of the enormities I have mentioned, even when literally 
interpreted. But I say, if it does, it has ceased to be a reve- 
lation of truth to us. We are beyond it in human justice 
and mercy, and must cast it aside as an obsolete letter. 
Mind, I say, if it does. But the whole spirit of Christianity 
is opposed to these barbarous and ghastly crimes which 
society still sanctions under the plea of expediency. But 
let us say no more." 

" I cannot consent to have the crucifix in Biddy's room," 
persisted Defiance. 

" Nevertheless it must be there," I said ; " you need have 
nothing to do with it." 

" I am mistress of my own house," she answered sharply. 

This was descending to a pitch of low altercation that 
quite shocked me. I feared I might have provoked it, and 
I said very gently : — 

" Do not mistake my meaning. Defiance, I wish to aid 
you — ^to make you happier. Will you not allow me some- 
times to have my own way ?" 



THE PABB0NA6E OF BEXCH GLBK. 4S 

^YoahaToit alwi^. Old maids ftlways do, and they 
always make mischief in a &mfly. I was warned against it 
wh^i yon first came." 

I was qmte off soundings, and hardly knew what to say, 
and so of coorse said jost what were better left nnsaid ; for 
this little household thorn was bent upon wounding me. Her 
child, Jane, had come back also, and now stood, with her 
month open, staring at me, and her two braids sticking out 
nearly straight from the back of her head, in a sort of horror. 
I spoke in this wise : — 

"My dear Mrs. True, you mistake me altogether. I 
only wish to help you in thought, as well as many ways ; I 
am quite alone in the world, and could wish to pass the rest 
of my life with the only person, whom I have found true in 
his very soul, as is your husband, and he knows more of me 
than any person liring ; has been very faithful to me, and I 
am grateful to him beyond expression." 

As I said this the tears came to my eyes, an unwonted 
thing for years. Defiance took up my unlucky words — 
'' Yes, and so you come here to make unhappiness between 
John and me." 

" Woman 1" said I, but she went on. 

" Yes, John thinks you're a saint on earth, though I've 
never seen you pray ; and he thinks there's nobody like you 
under the sun ; and so I, his lawful wife, am made to feel 
sneaking where you are. Oh I if it wasn't for my religion^ 
I should die." 

The miserable, petty thorn 1 I cried to myself. Will the 



44 BERTHA AND LILY ; OR, 

world ever behold a race of women ? True women, deserr- 
ing the name ? No wonder men are base and mischievous, 
nursed at such a fountain. If I could have my way, I 
would insist that women, now, at this moment, weak and 
ineffective as they are, should be admitted to all the 
burdens of legislative responsibility, that they might be 
brought to feel their lack of noble culture, and thus set 
themselves in earnest to amend. While these thoughts 
swept through my mind, and kept me silent, Defiance went 
on, in a sharp, whining voice, uttering all sorts of absurdi- 
ties. 

Bridget, I am sure, was fully grateful for the crucifix, 
and nothing could be sweeter and nicer than the way she 
kept her room. Observing that I always had fresh flowers 
in the vase beside my bed, she also began to carry them to 
her own room, and withal grew so gentle, so peaceful, and 
cleanly, that I blessed God, as I always do, for the ministry 
of flowers. Our floral vocabulary is often very beautiful, 
but I am sure, flowers have a significancy deeper than wc 
have yet penetrated. I can tell what quality of mind is 
most active within me, by my instinctive search for particu- 
lar blossoms in my walks in the garden or the woods. The 
rose, the lily, these belong to me always. 

For many weeks Defiance has been more than ordinarily 
taciturn. She goes about the house, leaving a puncture of 
disaffection here, and a minim touch of blood from her 
thorn there, and prays, and goes to the " Female meetings " 
more than ever. John, good, honest blunderer that he is, 
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does not mind her. He works diligentlv, comes in from the 
fields with a great handful of red or yellow blossom?, and 
sticks them into an old pitcher, the whole flanked by a 
Bnnflower, and then sits down quite content. When I 
explain the beauty or delicacy of the more exquisite blos- 
soms, his eyes fill with tears, and he says, *' Yes, I see, but 
these need nicer feelings than mine. These make me joyous- 
like ; tJiem distress me with beauty." 

I sometimes think the cold, hard spirit of Defiance, her 
petty and constant fault-finding way ojjpress my sensibili- 
ties also, but I will bear the hazard, for I cannot endure the 
thought of further change ; I am weary and need rest. 

Defiance never speaks to Bridget except in the way of 
command ; she does not like to hear her sing, so poor Biddy 
goes round the house with her warm overflowing Irish heart 
pent up, and silent, except when she comes to my room, in 
aid of Jenny, my attendant. " I never talk to servants, it 
makes them impudent," is the significant remark of Defiance 
to me almost daily, and yet I do not omit to talk, and say 
cheerful things to Biddy, and thus relieve the depressing 
monotony of continued household toil. 

Defiance is a great crony with all the ascetic women of 
the place ; she is considered a model of piety, and a great 
holder-forth in the way of prayer. When she returns from 
her " female meetings," her face is screwed up to a painful 
tension of sanctity, and she dilates largely upon the unction 
of the prayers and exhortations of the sisterhood. She 
makes John to feel deeply, that he is a sinner of the black- 
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est diei and that her life is spent in wrestling mightilj in 
his behalf. Indeed, whenever Defiance has been thwarted 
in any way, she becomes at once religious ; a martyr of 
endurance ; rolls up her eyes and purses up her lips, occa- 
sionally ripping them apart to give passage to a sigh, and as 
quickly fastening them together again. Sometimes her 
mood becomes a singing one, and she goes about the house 
humming in a ludicrously lugubrious voice, 

" My heart is like a wil— der — ^neas, 
Here the wild raven finds her nest, 
And there the screaming owl." 

She does not think much of Parson Helfenstein, who is 
far firom orthodox she avers, and more than once has given 
vent to some hints in relation to a general disaffection 
amongst the people ; even declaring that my influence over 
him has become a subject of comment. 
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CHAPTER VL 

From fair to fairer, day by day, 
A more divine and loftier way , 
Even each this blessed pilgrim trod, 
By sorrow lifted towards her Grod. 

WORDSWOBTB. 

We mnst now lay aside the jonmal of Bertha, which 
seems to have been much interrnpted by her various occu- 
pations in behalf of the family of John True. We find she 
had laid out extensive gardens, and built a suite of rooms 
for herself. She speal:s of rose-colored curtains and white 
vases, and seems to have had an exquisite sense of the beau- 
tiful. We find touches of deep suffering, allusions to a hid- 
den grief ; and then, like a gleam of light behind a dark 
cloud, a " silver lining " of pure, calm, holy womanhood. 

A few extracts will show not only the structure of her 
mind, but exhibit also the gleams of new and, to her, unex- 
pected emotions. 

Ernest Helfenstein is far more inspired in his career than 
he has the courage to recognise. It pains me to see him 
repress intimations of truth, which he should the rather hail 
with delight. He regards me with something like aversion. 
To-day I became painfully conscious of this ; and but now, 
«8 I looked in the mirror opposite, I found I had been 
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long weeping. Tears are so balmy in their falling that I had 
been unconscious of them. I do not know why I wept. I 
am accustomed to sorrow, and my body is but a medium by 
which the soul makes itself manifest to those about me. I 
am never conscious of any physical suffering, and it is only 
when I am utterly prostrated by some great internal grief, 
that I am aware of its effects upon the material. I have been 
subdued to perfect stillness. The passions of people about 
me are so poor, petty, miserable in their kind, that I am 
filled with a sort of disgust at their exhibition. Good God, 
how would they be confounded could they penetrate the 
lava depths of my soul I The passionless respond to any or 
all demonstrations, the abysm-flooded soul is eclectic. " You 
are so cold, so passionless," said Ernest to me to-day, " that 
you cannot understand the impulses of a nature like mine. 
You move in the sphere of cold duty, while I am spontane- 
ously prompted to the position I fill." 

Duty I duty I Well, it is well to evolve from conscience 
and reason a high and noble adherence to the best prompt- 
ings of our humanity ; but Ernest does not in the least 
understand me. I am weeping. I am but a sick girl at 
heart. I sometimes wish that some mighty emotion, even 
greater than the past, would sweep away this calm, even 
flow of the pulse, that my life might wreak itself in one 
great thought, one sublime act. There is no field for me. 
Alas I alas I I have prayed for repose. I came hither to 
rest, and behold these tumults. When the volcano has 
poured its torrent over the mountain-side, it is content to 
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leave the warm sdl for the growth 6i the vme ; and the tabor, 
pipe, and the harvest song of the peasant replace the arid- 
ness of desolation. But the ashes of the heart reveal no 
second blooms. 

Back into silence, weary h)Bart^ lior yean. 

in thy dim chambers for the voice of lov«: 

Earth holds for thee no geni^J:^ kindred sotd, 

With sense all bent God^s inmost will to learn. 

Up, and exalt thee nnto tMngs above — 

For then dost lack that easy self-control, 

iThat placidness in lifers small common things^ 

Which leaves lio vitcanci^ in otkef minds. 

Forgetfnl that thy feet earth's wayade press — 

That hidden yet are Psyche^s blessed wings; 

Forgetfol thou, how earth the vision blinds — 

iThon dost exact too much of nobleness, 

Ghdnung for love on eaarth what Heaven can only bless. 

t am consci<)ns that my influence over Ernest is very great 
de is not happy ^hen I fail to justify his opinions, and I 
cannot avoid inciting him to what to me seems the truly 
tnanlike career. He is apt to fall into delicious reveries, and 
thus lose occasion — ^he dreams poetry, while I long to throw 

it into form, to make it vital in action, and be what 

once said! was — ''a living poem." Ah I the praise of a poet 
is Kke endawk^ a womam with a new sense, 

3 
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Again, in another date, she says : 

Life I what is it ? To sit in the sunshine, and weave 
garlands, to listen to music, the many voices of all beautiful 
nature, as well as the voluptuousness of Art ? This should 
be — all these, but more also. The rainbow is the child of 
action, the blossom, the birth of infinite changes, and luxf- 
piness is horn of change — even the stagnant pool strives to 
free itself from corruption. It throws out its malaria to 
hint that we must aid in evolving life and beauty, if we 
would escape pestilence and death; I cannot bide in inaction. 
I go forth with the infinite stirrings of nature, and rejoice in 
toil. Every faculty whispers me a henison, as it goeSj in 
wholesome weariness to rest. 

I cannot sit down in the torpor of grief. Up and beautify 
the life. Up a-nd do, and the sorrow is but a remembered 
dream, is the cry of the infinite good in our hearts. No evil 
is remediless. The soul rejects the stains that evil would 
affix upon it. Efflux of the Eternal, it rises into the empy- 
rean of the white dome of eternity, and the pure light of love 
effaces the stain. Oh God of infinite love, I tend to thee I 
The stars move onward in their sUvery spheres, the universe 
of matter is but an out-speaking of the everlasting hannonies 
of the great soul which spake them into being, and we, thy 
creatures, yearn for ever for the beautiful. When, when shall 
the soul of our humanity be revealed, perfect, not through 
suffering, but love ; love bom of infinite beauty. 

Man ^nerges from dens and caves by toil. He becomes 
master.of hunself and of nature by toil. We earn the repose 
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of the body by toiL God has ordained the great cabn after 
the tempest, and the soul becomes serene by the sweat, 
as it were of great drops of blood, through its every fiEkculty. 
Thus does the material man project his growth by the bnfld- 
ing of temples and palaces, and we bnild up a fit temple for 
the Holy Ghost to dwell in, when, by conflict, we master 
the destmctiYe nnharmonions elements of life, and enter into 
peace. 

This morning, I took a rose to my room, and fell into a 
sort of reverie, as I am apt to do over this flower, and the 
Uly also. It is the effect of this peculiar odor, and exceed- 
ing grace, which mesmerise me into a state of exquisite sen- 
saousness, and poetic dreaminess. It seemed to me that the 
flower was no longer a blossom, but a symbol of the secret 
"oul of a true womanhood. While I sat thus lost in a spell 
of beauty, a storm swept suddenly down the mountains, the 
river was lashed into foam, and a large oak, within my range 
of vision, was wrenched and tossed violently in the wind, 
uttering great groans and cries, as the storm battled 
therewith. If a limb yielded to the blast, I observed it 
jerked itself backwards, and with wrath ; that its boughs 
were broken, but unyielding. And then I saw that if the 
soul of man could project itself into a visible living shape, it 
would give birth to an oak, while a woman would out-speak 
a rose. 

Often, in walking through the forests, I am filled with a 
strange sense of companionship. At twilight the solemn 
stateliness of the old woods, answers to the sentiment of 
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prayer, and I see how natnrally and spontaneonslj the 
Gothic church sprang from this sympathy, between the 
cathedral aisles of the forest, fretted with interlaced branches 
and gilded by straggling son-beams, and the outgoings of 
the human heart in search of divine mysteries. 

3|C J|C ^C ^^ ^p ^^ ^^ ^^ 

To me a slave is the most unnatural thing in the universe. 
It is the most terrible conmient upon the infancy of the race 
in a moral sense. Were there, anywhere, the least intima- 
tion that Jesus was servilely ministered unto, we could not, 
for an instant, recognise him as one who reverenced every 
aspect of our humanity, and brought to us a heavenly mis- 
sion of human brotherhood, love, mercy, entire equality. 
Man, sovereign man, irrespective of sex or color, was the 
object to be won. " I came not to be ministered unto, but 
to minister.'' 

3|C 3p ^* ^^ ^ ^ 9^ ^^ 

This morning, I took the letter of Dorothy True, thinking 
I must read it. My hand trembled, a sickness and blind* 
ness overcame me, and I held it long in silence. The past, 
the dreadful past, I cannot revive it. The deadly shot seeks 
not twice the same mark ; the tornado, which has created a 
desert where once was beauty and gladness, returns not 
again to toss the ghastly ruin, and play with the broken and 
disrupted tokens — ^but time, time the great healer, treads 
gently over the fallen greatness, and mantles all with pitying 
vines, that steal like nerves of human sympathy along the 
shattered trees ; and, softly, like the muffled drum of a sor- 
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rowfol procession, the heavy mosses gather upon rock and 
bole of mighty oak, so that the howl of the wind is dumbed, 
and the harsh voices of destruction mellowed to faint, scarcely 
audible sighings. And so I said, I will not seek to know 
the mystery of this letter. I will bury it for the time being. 
Then I took a small urn of bronze, dark and sombre-looking, 
and placed the letter therein, and sealed it up, and then I 
prayed the good God for comfort. Days, days, did I ago- 
nise in prayer, for the past came like a mighty tempest upon 
me. All the windows of my soul were open to admit shapes 
of dread — every bye-nook of my spirit became cleansed and 
winnowed, as when the harvest-man, with great blows, win- 
nows the wheat from the chaff. My eyes poured out 
unwonted fountams of tears, and my tongue would only cry, 
" Light, oh, give me light." I made no cry for mercy, for 
peace, for happiness, but the great cry of the soul within me 
was for Ught. As the sun arose above the mountains, chas- 
ing the shadows before him, penetrating every nook and 
valley ; touching the water, lighting the hill-side, warming 
the bird-nest^ and blessing the blossom ; so did a great joy 
arise to me &om out the gloom of this great agony, and I 
walked a new heaven and new earth, and remembered no 
more the anguish. 

We find occasional notices of Ernest Helfenstein. Mention 
of his singular genuineness and loveliness of character, and 
hints of hers in aid of his ministry. Once she says, 
" Ernest is not in the least drawn to myself. He rather 
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dislikes me, I fear ;" and again we find her regretting that 
she is left so nearly apart from human sympathy. She inti- 
mates that Ernest does not know his own power — ^is a 
dreamer of poetic beauty, but the actual of life is disre- 
garded. He has vague desires for usefulness, but not the 
grasp essential to achievement. He sits in his old library 
and revels in the luxuries of thought, while opportunity slips 
by, and his people are, in fact, little benefited by him, 
except in the rare privilege of listening to beautiful and 
artistic essays, and witnessing the daily life of a being of 
rare mental and moral beauties. 

We must now open upon the journal of Ernest Helfen- 
stein, which, strange as it may seem, is of a more practical 
cast than that of Bertha. The latter seems to have wor- 
shipped God through active services to her kind, and her 
journal is the vehicle for states of mind, or expressions of 
sentiment, while that of Ernest is the detail of events, irk- 
some to him in their passage, and recorded as milestones to 
prompt him to duty. Ernest dreams amid the actual ; 
Bertha lives the actual, and dreams upon paper. A poetic 
woman, it wovM seem, is more practical in life, tham a 
poetic man. 
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CHAPTER YH. 

A coward, a most devout coward ] religious in it 

Shaxsfeare. 

Sunday. — As I gave forth my text to^ay — ^I obseryed 
my audience was very small. Beacon Fettingal, who keeps 
np late of a Saturday night for the purpose of balancing his 
accounts; was fast asleep before I had half finished, and 
upon my soul I did not blame him. Worship has become 
such a mechanical routine, that its true spirit is lost. I 
understand' Bertha (a fine old word, meaning brave) 
seriously advocates the admission of woman into the 
pulpit. 

By the way, Bertha should preach ; she is brave, spiritual, 
primitive. I remember the Deacon told her, that St. Paul 
had forbidden it, to which she replied, with a sweet serenity, 
" In so far as St. Paul uttered what is partial in its import, 
he is so much the less inspired. Jesus gave no limited 
oracle. He taught without the distinction of sex. He 
addressed the Genus Homo, inferring the teachings 
applicable to one as applicable also to the other. He did 
not even address himself to exceptions, however lovely 
these may be ; but he enfolded our bruised, broken 
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humanity tenderly under the shad(>wings of diTine love. 
St. Paul is a mystic ctf a high ^er ; and he seems to have 
understood this bette|< than his followers, when he says in 
Christ, * There is neither Jew npr Greek ; there is neither 
barbarian nor Scythian ; there is neither bond nor free ; 
there is veUher male Tior fppuile.^ " 

As Bertha uttered this, in her clear musical yoice, with 
exquisite intonation, her serene face, radiant with her 
inward conyictions, J felt that a woman thus inspired, must 
be a more effectiye expounder of truth, than a preacher of 
our sex is likely to present ] but, I confess to a repugnance 
also — ^I trust in Qod efsvfh&a no place in my mind — ^but 
I will look to it. 

I am yery ditfl to-night, and I did not interest my 
audience in preaching. The storm beat yiolently against 
the windows — ^the old trees creaked against the panes. I 
grew depressed, and found myself too much interested in 
watching the good Deacon, and eyen calculating the 
moments between his loudest snores, which would start up 
his wife in utter dismay ; and then she would nudge him, 
and ahem and look about so wildly, that I could hardly 
refrain from a laugh. I doubt not dreaming (I hope the 
Deacon dreams) F^s better than my sermon, for I saw 
Jane Gowen write a note with pencil in a blank leaf of the 
hymn book, and poke it through the balusters of the pew to 
her loyer. Young Benjy Fields only kept awake by chew- 
ing yigorously at an immense piece of gum, as he sat with 
his head stuck back, and his eyes winking, just as I haye 
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seen a toad under a cabbage leaf. Mercy ! how my heart 
beat as Bome weary child kicked the pew door. 

Children are brought to meeting as a sort of discipline — 
it is a good method of training them into decorum. The 
Catholic Church is superior to the Protestant in this partir 
cular, for the smallest child is made to feel there the senti- 
m^it of religion, by haying some share in the cer^noniaL 
I wish people came to pray, to worship, not to cavil, sleep, 
or be respectable. This respectability is becoming very tire- 
some in the country. I mean, next Sunday, to tell my 
people to sin — ^that they may have the zest of repentance, 
for their dullness is contagious. As I passed the Deacon 
and his wife, on my way home, he praised my sermon loudly 
— I met the eyes of his wife, an anxious furtive glance, 
whereat I smiled, and the face of the good woman cleared 
in a yery marked manner. 

Monday/, — ^Bertha is certainly yery fair — a clear, calm 
woman. I manrel much at her beauty, because she is so 
conscious of its possession, and tells me she would be less 
self-poised were it otherwise ; for beautiful women are apt 
to be less attractiye with this consciousness of their loveliness. 
But with Bertha there is a something so infinitely beyond 
this external yiew, that it seems to be all in keeping that 
she should know her attractions, and confess to them as a 
part of her truthfulness. 

She said one thing to me, howeyer, that I did not well 
like. I am certain we men are so accustomed to reprov- 
ing and patronizing women that we do not preserve the 

3* 
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truest or highest position with them. Bertha said to me, 
" Ernest, yon are not self-poised — ^yon are lacking in cour- 
age." Whereat I winced like a school-boy, and reddened 
to the eyes. Luckily, Bertha did not look up, or I should 
have been quite ashamed. 

I mentioned to Bertha my plan for instruction. I love the 
companionship of children. I feel my life renewed through 
them. I feel the popular system of instruction is very defec- 
tive ; the household system is worse, because it engenders 
habits of selfishness and exclusiveness, destructive to the 
best growth of our humanity. " I will have my twelve 
apostles, Bertha," I said. " I will take twelve boys and teach 
them as I wish I had been taught. I will help them to 
think. Iwill steer aloof from the low sandy shoals of cant, 
and avoid the sharp rocks of prejudice. They shall be my 
friends, my companions ; for a teacher should be a learner 
also." 

" You will take six boys and six girls, will you not V 
said Bertha, as I stopped to breathe. 

I was taken all aback, as Captain Garden told me the 
other day my preaching took him. Six girls ! I was thun- 
derstruck. What on earth could I do with six girls ? I 
grew nervous. It seemed as if the world were suddenly come 
to an end. I felt as if in a haze of gauze — ^beset with smiles — 
obliged to be amiable — set up for polite behavior. I grew 
savage in my perplexity. I, a shy country parson, and well 
nigh a dreamer at that, to have six girls frisking here and 
there about the house, and making everything in it seem up 
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for a show — was more than I could think of without a 
shudder, and so I told Bertha, and a little warmly too, I 
apprehend. 

" If you will divide the apostles, having six of them boys 
and six of them girls, Ernest, I will aid you," she replied, 
not in the least disconcerted at my vehemence. 

" Thou, Bertha, thou I" I cried. I do not well know why 
I blushed ; nor why I felt a sudden exhilaration at the 
thought that this brave woman would be near me. 

" Why did you hit upon twelve as the number, Ernest ?" 
asked Bertha. 

" I do not know. There were twelve tribes of Israel — 
there are twelve solar months in a year — ^there were twelve 
apostles — ^there were — " and I laughed at my whims. 

" Parents are not the natural teachers of children," said 
Bertha. 

"I do not know that," I replied ; "but I love children, 
and every man or woman, whose heart is teachable and 
loving, should feel it a privilege to ' suffer little children to 
come unto him.' " 

" Ah, that is beautiful — that is Christ-like, dear Ernest," 
said Bertha, with an unwonted animation of tone, and a ten- 
derness of manner that caused a rush of blood to my face. 
My blushes always annoy me, especially when they come 
to my face in the presence of Bertha. It seems to me that 
I view the subject in hand from a less elevated stand-point 
than she does. 
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" As I am Egypt^s Qaeen, 
Thou bloshest, Antony ; and that blood of thine 

Is OJBBsar^s homager," 

also passed over my brain, by one of those mysterious 
double, and even triple, actions of the mind, by which we are 
conscious of hearing and answering to one thing, while a 
more delicate and subtle activity is carried on in the centre 
of the soul ; a sort of network weaving another destiny — a 
prophecy of some future experience. I find so many preju- 
dices and opinions of mine, which I had conceived to be well 
grounded principles, melting away under the intuitive truths 
of Bertha, that I begin to think a clear, true woman, one of 
God's oracles, whose utterances are to be treated most rever- 
ently. I am having strong doubts as to the immaculate supe- 
riority of men to women. They are far holier than we, I am 
sure. The truth is. Bertha has a way of taking the conceit 
out of man — entirely a way of her own. I kept on repeating 
what she had said — " Ah, that is beautiful ; that is Christ- 
like, dea/r Ernest " — ^looking, I have no doubt, much like a 
good boy, who has been commended with a lump of sugar, 
while Bertha did not in the least heed me. 

" I like your plan much," she continued ; " it is primitive, 
evangelic. You will take the girls also, and this will be a 
clear, lovely star, rising in the East of our humanity." 

" Bertha,! see a long perspective of waving curls, and flut- 
tering ribbons, and curvettings, and coquetries, that quite 
terrify me. Indeed, Bertha " 

" You will take them, and I will aid you, and we wiU see 
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how calm and beantifol a wmnan maj be,** reified Bertha^ 
intemiptiiig me. 

And so Bertha dedded for me, in her firank, clear manner. 
She certain] J is yerj &lr to look jxpoa ; and yet she is one 
whom I never think oi as c»ie to lore, otherwise I shoold 
not consent to this proposal. 

Thiesday. — ^I conld not sleep last night for thinking 
oyer my plan of instruction. It grows quite dear 
and pleasing to me as I think more upoa it. I shaU 
write no books to omiber the worid with crude nonsense, 
and so I will 'stamp what is best of me upon these pure, 
plastic minds — and they shall go forth to do a good work 
upon the world. I will write upon human hearts ; I will 
thrill the liring, growing pulse, and thus its growth shall be 
instinct with mj teadiings. Bertha was right. The 
mother is not the best teach^ to her children in the present 
aspect <^ sodety. She is exhausted by the pangs of 
maternity. She is oppressed and senrile with much bear- 
ing, as was Leah — her children fret and annoy her — 
whereas the teacher should be cahn, cheerful, self^ustained. 

The child ceases to love the mother because of the perpe- 
tual interdict — ^the " do not ^ of the household law. A few 
generations of children, reared under the " do thou " of the 
new covenant, would transform the whole sodal aspect. As 
I look abroad upon our beautiful country, from my her- 
mit-like retreat, I feel a yearning desire to do some excellent 
thing in her behalf. I long for the gift of song, of oratory, 
some new or great thought, some grand scheme for human 
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good, all to be consecrate to a country so well beloved. 
But this cannot be ; I am a timid man, as Bertha often 
more than insinuates, and not freely gifted, and, therefore, a 
simple work must be mine. I will train these lovely represen- 
tatives, who shall pledge themselves to train others, and 
thus the work shall never cease. While I thus thought, my 
soul went forth in the following words : 

THE GREAT AIM. 

The world is wailing with its pangs of wrong. 

Hunger, and chains, and ignorance all cry 

From out the groimd to Him, whose searching eye 

Sees blood, like slinking serpents glide along 

The dusty way, rank grass, and flowers among. 

His the dread voice, " Where is thy Brother ?" Why 

Sit we and weave our common griefs to song; 

While that eternal call, forth bids us fly 

From self, and wake to human good ! The near. 

The humble, it may be : yet God appointed. 

If greatly girded, cast aside thy fear 

In solemn trust, thou missioned and annointed. 

Oh I glorious task, made free from petty strife, 

Thy Truth become thy Act, thy Aspiration, Life. 
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CHAPTER Vin. 

The young lambs are bleating in the meadows : 

The young birds are chirping in the nest ; 
The young fawns are playing with the shadows : 

The young flowers are blowing toward the west — 
But the young, young children, O my brothers, 

They are weeping bitterly I — 
They are weeping in the playtime of the others, 

Jn the country of the free. 

Elizabeth B. Browning. 

m 

Bebtha has more than once spoken to me of the Alms 
Hoose, which she regards as an abomination in a Christian 
commnnity ; a shame, a reproach to oar humanity. All 
hearts should be open, she says, to the cry of the orphan. 
Every hearth-stone should be a refuge for the outcast. 
Yesterday she read passages from "King Lear," in a 
manner as if a new revelation had been made me ; and then 
she went on describing Lear as the impersonation of 
" neglected eld in comers hid." I was so charmed with the 
soft flow of her voice, that I do not retain the words she 
used ; but a pervading human sympathy was apparent in 
every utterance. The confiding, tender old man, weary with 
conflict, worn with the cares of State, unbraced his armor, 
and trusting to the sweetness of hxmian love, laid himself to 
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sleep in the sanslune of filial duty. Age grows infantile in 
its trnst, and its worn muscles coyet the creeping of the 
child, and therefore an outrage upon it is the greatest of 
crimes. Age confined in Alms Houses is a spectacle to sad- 
den the hardest heart. Ah I Lear is old age personified in 
its neglect, its poyerty, its rags, and beggary, when the dogs 
bark at it. 

From this she spoke of a little girl of the name of 
Catherine, whom I had seen in the paupers' pew. Bertha 
speaks of her as a creature whom neither neglect, nor 
poverty, nor grief, nor evil associations can injure. True in 
the centre of her soul. Taught by the living, breathing 
God speaking along her every exquisite sense. I told 
Bertha she had made herself very disagreeable to the 
authorities by her strictures upon the Alms House, '' which 
was, perhaps, an evil, but at the same time a necessary one." 

" No evil is necessary, Ernest," she replied. " It is the 
stepping-stone only to the good. As we rise to better 
developments we always reject it." 

I replied, that evil was the curse of the Fall, and all 
human beings partook of it and the curse, and nothing 
but a total regeneration of the creature could ever reconcile 
him to God. 

" The terms of our old theology," she replied, " have so 
little practical application, that I dislike to hear them used, 
Ernest. I look upon the Infinite Parent as always wiiming 
us to himself— urging, inviting and pleading, as it were, that 
we should look to the soul of divine Love, the centre and 
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Bonroe ai all perrading harmony, and thus grow into the true 
life, by the contemplation of infinite perfection. Bnt I will 
send yoa two pnpils, for whom I will be responsible, if yon 
will promise me to retain them for one month, Ernest." 

I promised to do so, and she soon after took her leare. I 
was lot sorry, for Bertha always makes my arguments seem 
vapid and poor, and me like B,flai, and yet I know she does 
not design this ; bnt she has been familiar with all the finer 
spirits of the age, and what is more, she has dared to exam- 
ine all questions, not through other and acknowledged medi- 
ums, but through the sanctities of her own being, and from 
her own stand-point. 

Wednesday. — ^Bertha has brought me the two children, a 
boy and a girl, from the Alms House. I had seen them for 
the last six months in the paupers' pew. I said as much to 
Bertha, and intimated that my plan did not embrace that 
class. I own it. I have a sort of clerical gentility about 
me, that was quite shocked at this plan of Bertha's. I had 
thought to bring the children of the better classes about me 
and thus create an outside interest in my poor littl 
parish of Beech Qlen. I would be a pastoral Oberlin, and 
my pupils should reflect the sanctity and beauty of my 
life. Poor unhappy Ernest, thou wert full of self. 

" You have named the paupers' pew. Did you ever think, 
Ernest, what an infamous thing it is in the house of God. 
But tell me if you are quite certain what you will teach 
these children ?" 
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" Why, what I preach every Sunday from the pulpit, to 
be sure." 

" You are quite sure you are preaching a gospel there ?" 

"I wasn't sure of any such thing. I was preaching 
just what my predecessors had done ; I was doing no more, 
and no less." 

" If you had been bred in the Episcopal Church, you would 
be teaching them the thirty-nine articles, like the forty stripes 
save one of ancient discipline ; but as you belong to the 
dissenters, you will addle their poor brains over free will 
and predestination, and all the rough-shod trampings of 
Calvinism 1" 

" Bertha I you quite unsettle my life with your heresies. 
I wni do away the paupers' pew in Beech Glen at once I I 
am ashamed never to have thought of it before ; but as for 
these doctrines — ^' 

" You will consider them, Ernest," said Bertha, with per- 
fect simplicity. 

TJp(Mi my word, Bertha begins to be very disagreeable. 
She talks to me as if I were a stupid boy. I have to 
remember that I have passed through collegiate and theo- 
logical honors, and am regarded as fully competent to the 
office I fill. Somehow she sees behind all these considera- 
tions, and presents me a glass before which they all fade 
quite away, and I see a simple, majestic image of divine 
truth. But it is disagreeable to be made to feel tius at the 
bidding of a woman. 
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I had just written thns much^ when I became conscioos 
of a presence — sweet and clear, and when, the next moment, 
there was a light tap at the door, I said : 

" Gome in. Bertha,'' for I knew it was her essence that 
had stood bende me. 

She opened the door, and placed her hand gently npon my 
shoulder. 

"Ernest, I have vexed you — ^forgive me — ^I can speak 
only truth to one like you." 

I poiDted to the paragraph I had written, and she read it 
through, with no change as I thought ; but now I remem- 
ber she was quite pale when she went out, saying, very 
softly, " Good bye, Ernest," and then she said, " I will send 
the children at nightfeill ;" and so here I am feeling like a 
great sulky gawk, who ought to be beaten into good 
behaviour, and out of conceit by a sledge hammer, rather 
than by the lips of a noble woman. 

Here I am. I, with my dainty ideas and pride of office, 
about to take two little paupers, without parentage to be 
acknowledged, into my sanctum, and to share in my compan- 
ionship. Faugh 1 I do not like the thought; and yet am 
ashamed to confess to my imbecility. Birth is to be consid- 
ered. Family culture is a great good. But — ^but, these 
children are not of an ill stock ; but, alas I their pedigree 
cannot be registered in the clerk's office of Beech Glen. 
Alack, the disorder of the world 1 

While I sat thinking in this wise, I had a strange, beau- 
tiful vision. I was conscious of a light in the centre of the 



68 BEBTHA AND LILT; OR, 

room. Gradnall J this light began to concentrate itself, and 
to assume form and color, till I saw the outline of a very 
beautiful woman, who seemed compounded of h'ght, and dad 
in a rose-colored robe, sprigged with gold. This robe seemed 
to float like gauze, and yet gave the impressicm of massive- 
ness and grandeur. One arm was raised upward, and the 
other partially so, and the air was that of one with the eyes 
elevated. The strangest part seemed to be that the face 
was not visible — ^a screen, a shadow, something concealed it; 
and behind this the rays of light were clear and warm. As I 
looked, the screen slowly moved to one side, and I caught my 
breath in my eagerness to see the face— but an ineffable 
brightness — ^a gleam of eyes, superhuman in their beauty — a 
glance of inexpressible tenderness — and the image dissolved 
itself in light. It seems very strange I should have this 
beautiful vision at a time when I am in so much doubt and 
perplexity, and certainly in a very low estate. 

I have given dkections for the children to appear at the 
breakfast table. I cannot see them to-night. Poor things! 
I wish their parents had behaved themselves. I do not like 
the labor of rectifying other people's mistakes. Upon my 
word, I do not know what ails me. I feel as if I could poke, 
and punch, and abuse those children. I feel like an incar- 
nate imp. I've looked in the glass — and Ernest Helfen- 
stein is not Ernest Helfenstein. He has a flushed cheek, 
a fiery eye, and an excited look, not at all like the timid, 
spuritual parson he is generally regarded. 

I hope the children are pretty, so I shall be able to love 
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them ; but, alas I beanty is onlj the snggestor, not the 
creator of love. Love being of the sonl, is the creator of 
beauty ; for beaiUy is nothing hut cm image in the, mind of the 
observer, transferred to an object. 

I had written thns much when I heard the kick of a stout 
boot upon the door. I opened it, and there stood that 
wretch of a boy, with his thumb in his moutH, and looking 
over his shoulder at something in the shadow of the hall. 

" WeU/' I said. 

"Kate's got something for you," he mumbled out, and 
instantly a slight form darted into the light, and laid a white 
lily, one of those beautiful water-nymphs that fill the whole 
life with a sense of exquisite bliss, upon my hand. Both 
disappeared instantly, without a word. I am sure Bertha 
planned this. I wish I had seen more of the child. It ^eems 
to me her eyes were very black. And so her name is Kate. 
How like a revelation this flower seems. So pure — so softly 
perfumed — so light in shape. It belongs to the water — ^no 
back-ground else would harmonize with its fair, graceful 
make. "I will follow thee whithersoever thou leadest." 
Those words came to my mind without other connection just 
now. " Thou hast led me by a way I knew not of." Surely 
I do not know why these passages come to my mind ; 1 
have no link of association by which I can trace them. It 
may be that I am bewildered by my new position, which 
certainly is a great perplexity. 

Thv/rsdoAj. — The two children met me at the dining-room 
door. Willy seems little else than an echo of Kate. He 
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tried to do his best, wMch was to slop a tumbler of water 
into my slippers ; whereat he giggled, till Kate nudged him 
and gave him one of her rapid, keen glances. "Well, 
Willy, are you going to like me ?" I said. 

" I d'n-know." 

" Think we shan^t be good friends ?" 

" I d»n-know." 

" Think Kate and I wiU be friends ?" 

" I d'n-know." 

" Is Kate your sister ?" 

" I d'n-know." 

Verily I the child seems to have great poverty of ideas. 
But he ate with a wholesome appetite, which pleased me. 
While I talked with Willy, Kate's face changed like i^ 
kaleidoscope. But the strangest expression comes from a 
quick lifting of the lids — ^a sort of flashing out of the eyes, 
and then a sudden retreat. The effect is quite startling ; 
I said to her, " do you think toe shall be Mends, Kate ?" 

She shook back the hair from her eyes, gave a sudden 
flash out, followed by as sudden a retreat, and answered : — 

" Not yet." 

" Why not yet, Kate ?" 

" I never love if I can help it,'' she replied. 

" That is very strange — ^" 

" "No, they boiled my little turtle in the soup, and put my 
toad over the wall, so I wouldn't love anything else." 

" What odd things to love 1" 

" I had nothing else; they brushed away the spiders." 
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" Mercy 1 what a strange child," I involuntarily ex- 
claimed. 

Kate gleamed out, and then retired — ^while Willy stuck 
his feet up under the table, threw his body back in his 
chair, and gave way to a great laugh — ^which was brought 
to a sudden close by a nudge from Kate. 

Horrible little ouph 1 He will put me into fits. 

" Did Miss Bertha send me the lily, Kate ? " I ventured to 
ask. 

" No, I brought it from the brook ; I was standing on 
the bank, and they held out their hands to me, and said, 
' Let us kiss you, little Kate,' and so I went to them. It 
was just before the locust tree said, * good night.' " 

I stared at the child, and it seemed to me she looked like 
the lily all at once, with her pure face tremulous, and her 
eyes moist with light. I reached out my hand and drew 
her to my side. 

" You are an angel, Kate — ^I love you," I cried with an 
impulse of tendemessi I could not resist. Kate gave one 
flash ; her little image of a woman shook from head to foot, 
and she burst into tears. 

" Do not love me— do not make me love you ; it makes 
me weep so much," she at length exclaimed. 

At this moment. Bertha came just in time to give Willy 
a large lump of sugar, and thus prevented him from commit- 
ting the sin of purloining it from the bowl. She pressed her 
two hands to the cheeks of little if ate, in a way that was 
very sweet and winning, but did not kiss her. Then she 



72 BERTHA AND LILY ; OB, 

sent the children into the garden. Bertha and I talked a 
long while, and agreed that the children should be allowed 
some weeks to grow accustomed to their new mode of life — 
In the meanwhile they should amuse themselves, much in 
their own way, without the intervention of books. 

I told Bertha I was quite sure Willy's ancestors, from 
the third to the fourth generation, had lived upon parsnips 
interspersed with turnips, garnished with cabbage, and sea^ 
soned with pork. I was certain the boy would be the death 
of me. 

" I will write your epitaph," she replied gaily, and soon 
after took her leave. She certainly is growing disagreeable: 
I hate to see a woman always calm ; your wise woman is 
such an abomination. 

It seems very strange that Bertha did not kiss Kate ; and 
yet now I recollect it. Bertha does not kiss her friends in 
meeting. I am glad of it ; for I dislike this hackneyed kind 
of tenderness women affect towards each other. There is 
something unreal about it, something indelicate, too. I do 
not believe women are drawn spontaneously to each othel^ 
in this way. If they are, it is not pleasant to witness. If 
it is affectation, it is of a very poor kind. I will ask Bertha 
concerning this matter. 

It is now Thursday night, and I have no sermon written^ 
and feel very much as if I never should be able to write an-^ 
other. Everything has been said worth saying upon the doo* 
trines I preach, and as for daily life, why, my people are sav- 
agely virtuous. I do not know where to catch them tripping. 



THK PAfiSOKAQB OF BXBCH 6LBK. 73 

I ean't preach at them for the life of me. As I look down 
from ihe pulpit, the array of respectable, moral, doll faces is 
flailing to me. Every well-ironed cravat looks like a bar- 
ricade ; the stiff waistcoats, and long, tight silk boddices 
are so many shields and cnirasses to ward off the sharp 
arrows ci conviction. The people say good morning to me, 
piously, and speak of the weather with a sort of religious 
imction, and declare ** things are better than we deserve." 
My predecessor in Beech Glen haa left nothing for me to do. 
He has so swathed, balsamed and glued them into orthodoxy, 
that they are perfectly mummified therein, and now they need 
somebody to poke them, as I have seen, when a boy, the 
keepers in a menagerie stir up the lions with a long pole, 
whereat the beasts would fetch a great yawn and lie down 
i^ain. I must get the deacon waked up for the sake of an 
example. 

Friday, — At breakfast, this morning, Willy pinched Kate 
under the table-cloth, and then giggled violently. He asked 
Jane, the good woman who does our small work, how long 
the " old 'un," meaning me, " would give them such good 
feed.'' Truly my heart is greatly closed against the child. 

Kate merely reddened at the pinch, and did not come out 
at all. I observed her in very earnest talk with Willy, 
who listened as one might be supposed to listen to a strange 
tongue — as the audience does to our Latin speeches at Com- 
mencement. 

Kate has grey eyes, and not dark when at rest. I had 
thought them black. 

4 
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Beech Glen is like to be quite gay for a parsonage. My 
cousin Julia — cousin by two removes — is coming to stay 
with me awhile. It is a long promised yisit. I do not know 
how she will like my little prot6g68 — ^upon my word I had 
liked to have written bastards. This new state of things is 
quite intensifying my vocabulary. I do not know what will 
come of it. 

Mercy I Julia has come ; and that too before I am at all 
settled in my mind what to do, or what I ought to do. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

A perfect woman, nobly planned. 
To warn, to comfort, and command ; 
And yet a spirit still, and bright, 
With something of an ang^ light. 

WOBSSWOBIH. 

As the carriage stopped at the door, I ensconced mjsdf 
behind the curtain and marked her ajq^earance, for I had 
given out word that I shonld keep my room all day. Indeed, 
it is my custom always to employ Friday as a fast. God be 
mercifol to me — ^my people think I am on my knees Jti. 
day ; and onr good Jane has more than once placed tempting 
tit-bits at my door, thinking I wiU eat. But I never do. 
In fact I do not feel in the lestst hungry, for I am ashamed 
to say, this Friday is my one laay period. I give way on it 
to reveries the most delicious. Lounge — sleep— and, in truth, 
do anything but pray. I drop the curtains — ^bolt the door — 
and then defy intrusion. I feel, it is true, some twinges — 
it seems a touch — of hypocrisy, but that is justified by the 
habits of the profession. A reputation for sanctity goes very 
far with a clergyman. I do not tdm at this, but such has 
become the result. 

I heard Jane quite loudly and solemnly making apology 
for me in the entry. My cheek tingled with shame at hear- 
ing the good soul describe me as a perfect St. Pau]r-« grown 
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up Samuel-— a second Daniel, whose seven times a day 
prayers, on ordinary occasions, were aggravated tenfold of 
a Friday. I felt as if I must rush out and deny the charge, 
for all this ostentation of worship, — ^holding one's family post- 
ed up as to the number of petitions — all at once came over 
me with a sense of Phariseeism, as wicked as it was ludi- 
crous. I am growing more and more perplexed as to a true 
life. 

As the carriage stopped at the door, cousin Julia put one 
foot upon the step with the intent of ahghting, and then, 
leaving the foot out, turned for the purpose of taking some- 
thing from the seat. The movement was a very careless 
one, and to me, a timid clergyman, quite startling. There 
'i/as the white strip of stocking, the delicate frill, the pretty 
gaiter, fully exposed. 

I like to judge of character by the foot. Julia's did not 
strike me as especially small, but it had a limbemess, spirit, 
and grace, which made me think of a wood or water-nymph. 
It has the Arab arch, too, beneath which a stream might 
flow. Have a care, Mistress Julia, thou art high in the 
instep, by which the unlettered designate a proud heart. 
An arched foot goes with a short upper lip, another indi- 
cation of pride ; a short upper lip attends a large develop- 
ment of self-esteem. I have thee now, Julia, with all thy 
uncurbed likings and dislikings, thy arrogance and self-asser- 
tion, thy cold indifferences and bridling disdains. Alack I 
a simple clergyman, with two namelefis kind of children about 
Mm, will be quite out of thy track. 
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But then the foot was very lithe ; the ankle just indicated 
the joint upon either side. There was a sentiment, a tender^ 
ness in its expression, such as we sometimes see in fine statu- 
ary. It was this part of the figure that went far to redeem 
the faults of the Greek Slave. I imagine one might easily 
love the owner of such a foot. The manner in which it rest- 
ed upon the toe, was like a Mercury, and indicated ideality. 
Yes, Julia is a creature of sentiment and imagination, and 
already that one glance has set me to thinking as I had never 
thought before. I feel as if a crisis in my life were approach- 
ing. I am oppressed without cause. Dreams of beauty flash 
over my mind, quite bewildering, and I must frame them to 
verse, or worse will come of it. 

LOVE UNCHANGEABLE. 

All things of earth must change ; Time spareth not 

Nor great, nor small, nor beautiful nor vile — 

The glowing thought enchanting men ere while — 

Good or ignoble deeds, like dullard's lot, 

He beareth onward, all to be forgot. 

How bear we, then, our human state ? How emile? 

If there is nothing Change may not defile ? 

Oh, human love ! sole guest from Eden brought, 

Thou art from God's eternal fount a rill, 

And hast no touch of our poor earth-decay. 

Heart, lonely heart, fear not thy cup to fill ; 

Love, once thine own, can never pass away ; 

Pure and unchanging, all enduring still, 

Despite wreck, death — ^Love, unappalled, will stay. 
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There is s(Mnething strange in writing poetry. We never 
know how the thought is coming ont. I feel as if I bat im- 
perfectly comprehended my own expression in this way, 
from which I am convinced that poetry is the highest hnman 
expression, and nearer allied to an oracle thait anything else. 

God forgive me — here I am writing and dreaming of 
Cousin Julia, and penning verses when my people solemnly 
believe me wrestling in spirit for the ourpourings of grace 
upon the congregation. 

As I just peeped out from behind the curtain, I caught 
the eye of Willy, who seemed to be on the look out for 
me. " Hey I old covey," he shouted, and twisted his thumb 
over his nose, in a very unbecoming manner. That child 
certainly is a nuisance. I will tell Bertha to that effect, and 
have him sent back to the work-house. No, I cannot do 
that ; the workhouse is a shame and an outrage upon men. 
I wonder I have never thought of these things before — I 
never remember to have heard that our clergy have exerted 
themselves to abate their necessity. If the law of love 
were fully preached, the indigent would never lack a refuge 
at our firesides. Upon the whole I begin to feel as if 
neither I nor my brethren had preached any gospel. We 
do not strike the blow at the root of any evil till the people 
have themselves barked away at it, and then we follow suit. 

I remember, last week, I was greatly tried in seeing how 
the women of the congregation passed by poor Margery, 
who has never held up her head since her disgrace became 
public. I shall be glad when I am an older n^^ii, that I 
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may act with more independence. I noticed the matrons all 
went by Margery, with peculiarly solemn, virtuous faces, 
and the girls with a stare and a slight toss of the head. 

From behind the curtain I observe Kate is flying here 
and there, and everywhere. I have not seen her look up 
once to my window. She reminds me of a sunbeam. I see 
a mass of yellow hair, a twinkling of little feet, and then 
she is gone. Poor thing I what a pity she cannot take wing 
and fly to a better world. A girl-child always makes me 
sad. The world holds so little in store for them. One 
brief dream of love, then sickness, care, grief. I do not 
know how they keep so cheerful ; amd yet all rioble women 
have a sad expression of face. Bertha is serene because 
she sees a better future. I do not. Bertha says, a woman 
should vote, and when she talks in this wise, I laugh, or am 
silent, or talk in a way I am ashamed of afterwards. 

I am quite sure the woman-child is superior to the man- 
child. There is so much about the girl hidden and myste- 
rious ; so many exquisite shades — such attraction and repul- 
sion, such intenseness, as if the nerves were of lightning 
compound ; such affluence of delight, such depths of misery, 
each following the other with such rapidity, that we are 
sure to bring up our sympathies quite at the wrong point. 

Julia arrived on Friday, and Friday, so unlucky to others, 
is my lucky day to meet friends, travel, &c. I like to nurse 
np these superstitions, dandle and pet them as I would 
weak, beautifid children, doomed to an early death. 

Saiv/rdoA/. — Julia is very cold and reserved. She has an 
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air of style, a rnstle of silks, and, altogether, a sort of com- 
motion about her, that quite makes me nervoos. I can't 
help thinking she is yery handsome. I can't help thinking 
that her figure is peculiarly round and full. Bertha came 
and sat with her needle, two or three hours this morning. 
She certainly is beautiful. Julia makes one feel that she is 
handsome ; Bertha makes one to tkiTik it. I colored badly 
when Julia began to talk about the children, and when she 
said, 

" Why, Ernest, you wiU lose your parish ; your people 
will not have their pastor become the keeper of a Foundling 
Hospital." It seemed to me there was much truth in it. 
" Why, what can you do with the girl after all ? No man 
will marry her. The boy can do better, but the girl has no 
hope." 

'' Is there no hope for a woman out of marriage?" asked 
Bertha. 

" I see nothing in the present state of the world, but for 
women to marry, have large families, talk, gossip, read cheap 
books, go round and leave little slips of paper at the houses 
of women employed like themselves, and then die." 

" I did not think you had thought at all upon this subject," 
replied Bertha. 

" Oh, yes ; I have thought ; but our lives are so poor, 
that, but for flirtations, I should sink into the state of the 
dormouse," answered Julia. " I wrote verses till I discovered 
I was not a feminine Milton, and then I gave it up in dis- 
gust, and now I am ennuyed to death. I came here, Cousin 
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Ernest, just to get rid of the lalMpat excitements of (kshion. 
Do you think, Bertha, I have been trying all my life to get 
in loTe, and don't succeed. Une gramde passion would be 
quite refreshing." 

This pretty affectation quite took me by surprise, and being 
all uttered in a low tone, with a slow utterance, made Jutia 
seem so fascinating, that I certainly thought a woman more 
attractive for having a spice of the d — 1 in her composition, 
a conclusion totally at variance with the dogmas of my pro- 
fession^ 

I observed Bertha turned quite pale as Julia spoke, and 
she then replied, — 

" Once I thought as you do, Julia, that a woman's L'fe 
must be all made up of petty pursuits. I saw no hope in 
the future, and I made it a point to repress all in my owi^ 
nature that might isolate me from my kind. I contemned 
greatness, lest the weak poppinjays qf the times should desert 
me. I held back the beatings of my own heart, because its 
pulses were louder than others. I turned my eyes from 
God's living oracles, because they were revealed to me alone. 
Then I was troubled with frightful dreams. I, night after 
night, imagined myself consigned to a living grave. I felt 
the blackness, the compression ; my senses were preternatur- 
ally active. I heard the birds in the branches of the trees. 
I heard the small insects amid the grass. The light wing 
of the breeze, as the blossoms bent to its caress, came to my 
sense, and I would say, * Oh for the resurrection and the 
life ; oh to be delivered from this body of death.' 

4* 
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<< Do you believe that dreams indicate our mental and moral 
atmosphere 7 I am sore joa do ; all at once an invisible 
voice spoke in my soul and said. ' Ye shall know the truth 
and the truth shall make you free ;' then I arose into a new 
life. Then I ceased to look through any human mind for 
authority, and I, too, learned to trust to my own conscious- 
ness, as the out-spoken God. From that time I lay no more 
in a living grave. I sang the resurrection songs, and the 
vision of the prophet became mine ; and now new harmonies 
awoke in the soul of womanhood, as revealed to me in the 
coming times. The * Honor thy Father amd thy Mother ^^ 
of the Decalogue, has, to me, a new significancy. I see that 
man's freedom is woman's freedom. I see that in a true 
state, woman will know of no disabilities in which man does 
not share ; but I see, far beyond our present social condi- 
tion — ^far beyond our present p<)litical development, an ever 
brightening future. I see woman filling wisely and well aspects 
denied her in the present ; offices for which God has imparted 
appropriate capacities, one and equal with our brothers ; but 
I see onward, far beyond this, a lovelier future, where man 
himself has cast aside his cumbrous legislation, and the noise 
of representation, and the law of God is written upon every 
heart, and every man is an altar of worship. The earth is 
a garden of God, and man sits again at the feet of angels, 
and woman is once more not the slave, not the appendage, 
not the plaything of her brother, but his great soul-need." 

" Bertha, you are inspired," cried Julia, her eyes lampmg 
out sparks of peculiar brilliancy. '' Could I see a tithe of 
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wiMt JM behold,! aknld be; wdl^God kaows tb»« b 
mncii in me tint will nercr be brought into the li^i.* 

Bertba be&t ha besmljcTes downward upaa Kate, wbo 
bad dropped iqion ha knees bcfive ha, tbe Uurge tears 
fidfii^ from ba Ms. 

"Do not stop,'' said tbe little diild, "do not st<^ Tbe 
blessed diild-angel is beside jon, and the angels are binding 
the rainbow oyct your head.* 

** Ood win speak to jou himself, withont the interTention 
of angels, if joa are trae in jour Tery heart," said Bertha, 
in a low Toice. 

*^ Bnt is there no sphere ordained for women ?" I asked, 
not sympathizing as Jnlia did, in this current of thought. 

''Te9, Ood designs the sphere of his creatures shall be 
analogous to the faculties imparted them. In the true state, 
human toil will be lessened, human legislation abridged; but 
tin that state arrives, imperfect woman must compete with 
imperfect man, in a sphere side by side with him, sharing hia 
toils, his burdens, and his triumphs. The measure of 
ca/padty is the measure of sphere to either man or woman 
In this view I see no excuse for indolence or imbecility in 
woman. If ambition be noble and honorable in man, it is 
no less so in woman. She should no more shrink from 
responsibility, from mental or moral greatness, than her 
Brother. But there is a finer essence allied to the feminine 
organization, which will always flow like silver threads of 
harmony, intersecting her whole career. Through this she 
win tend to the peaceful and spiritual manifestations of 
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being. She will lire in nearer relations with the Divine, than 
it is the nature of the mort material masaUim ekmeiU to do; 
she will be more serene, more holy, more peace-loving — she 
will tend more exclusively to ,the beautiful. She will do 
great works but in a womanly way. She will be less 
recipient, more active ; she will learn mysteries of her own 
being as yet hidden from the world; till, at length, in the 
language of the Apocalypse, she will be * clothed with the 
sun, and the moon under her feet.' I have visions of these 
things, that reveal to me eternal futures, glorious in light 
and beauty ; and now all futures for my sex, through all 
aspects of the universe, are filled with joy unspeakable." 

"But, Bertha," I said, " I do not see how all this is to be, 
without utterly breaking up the comforts of home and the 
fireside." 

" At some time, Ernest," answered Bertha, " I will give 
you the true key to womanhood. I will show you, that 
where perfect love exists, perfect harmonies follow. At 
some time I will give you the meaning of the moss-rose, one 
of the loveliest natural symbols of spiritual qualities, but 
not now. I vex and annoy you with my views, and truth 
should never wear an unlovely aspect." 
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CHAPTER X. 

Shrined within its charmed hollow, 

Many a mystio virtae lay ; — 
Safely might her footstepe follow 

WheroBoe'er it led the way. 

Sarah Helen WHmuK. 

I AM greatly tried. I have not been able to write one 
word. I see Willy frisking here and there, delighted with 
his new clothes. Jane inqnired where the children were to 
sit in meeting, and when I told her, in our pew, she red- 
dened greatly. I am much cast down. 

Kate has presented me another lily; as she did so her soul 
flashed into her eyes a very lovely ont-look. " I will follow 
thee whithersoever thou goest," came again to my mind. 
The bell is tolling ; Deacon Hopkins has gone past, and I 
must go also. 

Noon. — As I walked to meeting it seemed to me that a 
whole revelation grew out of that lily. The medium from 
which it springs, water, and its own pure whiteness, seemed 
to symbolize unadulterated truth, and so I took for my text, 
" Consider the lilies how they grow, they toil not, neither do 
they spin," and then I spoke for nearly an hour — ^with a 
courage quite beyond myself, showing we should follow 
truth without toilful questionings as to where she would 
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lead; bat trnfiting in God's love of his own, say, '^ What is 
that to thee, follow thou me." I said, Trnth often came in 
an unexpected shape, and then we needed dear eyes to 
know her divine form, and a strong heart to give her 
acceptance. 

All at once the work I have attempted for these children, 
struck me as a new revelation. These little outcasts 
seemed sent expressly to challenge me to a higher and more 
courageous duty in life. I spoke out, in regard to the 
Alms House. Galled them whited sepulchres, built up by 
Phariseeism, and sustained by the callous selfishness of 
those who were too apathetic to see that labor finds its 
equivalent. Thz two select men of JBeech Glen, together with 
the overseer of the work-house, rose «*jp amd walked orU of the 
house, whereat Willy snapped hip fingers, and seemed to 
think it a species of fun. Deacon Hopkins, to my amaze- 
ment, was wide awake, and pame to me after meeting, and 
said, "Now, Parson Helfensteia, you are beginning to 
preach." 

I saw the people stare at the pauper children in my pew, 
and my good Jane had declined to sit therein, although 
Julia occupied a seat there. " I will follow thee whither- 
soever thou goest," I exclaimed in a kind of ecstacy, as these 
petty trials suggested the magnitude of those to which the 
earlier Christians were exposed. I even longed for the days 
of martyrdom, that I might seal my testimony with my 
blood. And then I seemed to see, as the entire mind opened 
itself for the reception of nobler truths, the details of life 



THE PARSONAGE OF BEECH GLEN. S? 

would dwindle into inMgnificance, and we should bear onr 
spirits beyond their annoyance. " When/' I cried, " shall 
the earth become one great hoosehold, and man a commn- 
nity of brothers ? Let us help on the work here in our 
midst, by going forth with warm human hearts, to liffc up 
the oppressed, help the stricken, and divide our substance 
with the needy." I came home full of a new life, and ready 
to do all I had preached. I took hold of Willy's hand to 
lead him home, for really, what with his new clothes, includ- 
ing a pair of stout shoes, his back straightened materially, and 
he made very strange work in walking. He twisted along 
for awhile, and then made sundry attempts to draw his hand 
away, saying, in a way I found it difficult to understand : — 
" No you don't ; you don't come it over this child. I ain't 
agoin' to wear these 'ere shoes neither, to please nobody." 
And so he sat down by the side of the road and took them 
off — stockings also — whereat the people giggled in a way 
that displeased me. 

I did not mind Willy much, for it seemed to me that 1 
had come to a new birth. I was like a stream far up amid 
the hills, which worketh onward silently, unconscious of its 
own power ; till some intervening barrier obstructs its course, 
and compeUeth it up to the light — ^when, gathering volume, 
it leaps onward from pass to pass, singing ever the song of 
its disenthralment. 

I went to my room at noon. I ate nothing for the day 
—"indeed I have bread ye know not of," was fully realized 
in me. I will open my heart freely to the soul of humanity. 



88 BERTHA AND LILY; OB, 

I wiU ask nothing as to its errors, but wiU respond to its 
needs. Now I see why my soul revolted at the hard, callous 
faces of the respectable, the pious, the virtuous in the world's 
estimation. It was its instinctive recoil from hypocrisy and 
selfishness. " Ye shall know the truth, and the truth shall 
make you free." Now I begin to understand the nobleness 
of Bertha. As we sat at the table to-night, I poured out a 
glass of cold water, and turning to her, said — " Bertha, I 
present this cup to thee in the name of a disciple f to which 
she replied, in a low, deep voice, and a lovely flush apoaher 
face : — 

" Are ye able to drink of the cup I shall drink, and to be 
baptized with the baptism I am baptized with ?" 

" They that trust in the Lord shall renew their strength," 
I answered. Truly, Bertha must be the highest angel of 
ministry to my soul ; for when I am nearest the Divine she is 
very dear to me, and I see nothing of the rest of her sex. 
Even Julia, beautiful as she is, hardly crossed my thoughts 
for the day. 

Monday, — Kate knocked at my door just now, a thing 
she has never done before. I was pleased, for it argued a 
growing confidence. She held up a lily, saying, "It is 
the last in the brook," and truly her abundant locks, and a 
something, I know not what, made me see her again like a 
lily. I seemed to behold a soul, not a child, and I said : — 

" Kate, I wiU call you Lily." 

" And I will call you Ernest," she answered, with a quick 
outflashing, a slight laugh, and then a flood of tears. I 
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drew her to me, and die shook bade her carte and smfled, 
for LHy does not well harbor a grief. She laid her two hands, 
folded, upon my knee, and so many shades of sensibility 
chased each other oyer her face that I tried in Tain to fol- 
low them. I gave it up, and said : — 
What is it. My ?» 

I will be Lily only to yon," she said, while the prettiest 
of lips was bit into order by very white teeth, and then she 
pressed my lap an instant and sighed heavily, and then she 
tossed her hair again and drew up with a sort of little 
woman pride, and said : — 

" Do you love me V 

Ood shield the child with these passionate sensibilities I 
I recoiled from her as at something impish. She saw it, 
and walked to the door with the step of a young stag. 
" Lily," I cried, " come here." She returned, and looked me 
in the face, and then it seemed to me that she retreated 
farther and farther within herself, till there was no outspeak- 
ing, and I lost the child, lost Lily, lost Kate — and saw only 
a beautiful, puzzling little sphinx, without life or sympathy. I 
never till now felt how the child moved entirely in a sphere of 
her own, that she created a sphere that nothing might invade. 
Whatever aspect she assumed was so perfect in its kind, that 
one was deluded into the belief that it was the true life, till 
another superseded it, equally perfect in kind; and so I put 
my arm around her slight figure reverently, as if it had been 
Psyche's self. How beautiful she seemed, as she came back 
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from her distant Uf e, and laid her cheek tenderly against mine, 
jnst as she wonld against the shonlder of her kitten. 

I am sure Kate was bom with a comet in the zenith, and 
when she finds no sympathy she retires off into her aphelion, 
and comes up, nearer and nearer to her perihelion, as she 
enters more and more the orbit of pnre sympathy. She 
lifted up her head, and looked into my eyes — her sonl flashed 
an instant ont\%rd, and then seemed to qniver, and gleam 
with a soft tremnlons life so hushed and yet so rich, that I 
could not forbear holding back her head to drink in its 
whole marvellous beauty. But she shook me off impatiently, 
saying, in a manner quite unexpected, "Don't, Mr. 
Helfenstein." 

Never had my name seemed so cold before. Somehow 
this unrecognized love-child was nestling within my very 
soul. She was it — ^me. She was not a child to be trained 
— a ^1 to be dressed and petted — she was a soul — she was 
one of those visions that nightly float before the mind's eye 
as we verge upon sleep-land. 

" Will you not call me dear Ernest, Lily V 

" Do you love me ?'' she asked again, with one of her 
out-flashings. 

" Suppose I do not love you, Lily ?" 

" Jane told me you did not love me, that you thought me 
proud, and that I must not expect to be loved, because — 
because— Willy is peeping through the key-hole,'' she said, 
with sudden transition. / 
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** How do yoa know lie is ?^ 

" Oh I fed it," she replied, and I opened the door, and sore 
enough there was Willy, with his nose all red idiere he had 
pressed it against the <M brass knob. 

He came fiKwaid leloctanUj, " I dont care if joa d<mt 
lore me,'' he said, as if in TCfAj to Kate's question. 

" Why, WiDy, don*t yon want to be loTed V 

"No," he answered, without the least dicamlocntion, 
while LQy locked at him as calmly as a mocmbeam npon a 
rock. 

Why not, WiUy V 

Why, because Granny Pettingal, at the work-honse, 
told me, I was a child of the devil — bom in sin, and the 
Lord wouldn't know what became of me." 

I groaned in spirit. "But Willy, you'll be good, and 
then we shall all love you." 

" I hay'n't got a chance to be good now," he replied, " I 
don't wear any aprons," 

" Bless the child I what can be mean ?" I ejaculated. 

" Why, Granny Pettingal said, if I was good I wouldn* 
slobber my apron, and now I don't wear 'em, so I don't need 
to be good." 

Verily, I must go to the very foundations to teach this 
child; and so I impressed it upon him, that it wasn't good 
to peep into keyholes — ^that it was not the way to do. If 
he wished to know anything, he must ask about it, and 
never listen at the door. He heard me with his mouth 
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open, and I could see a gleam of better intelligence awak- 
ing in his mind. 

When I had sent him from the room, I pressed my lips to 
the forehead of Kate, and said, " I love you a great deal, 
Lily." 

The tears swelled from under her lids, and she whispered, 
" I see the beautiful child again, because now I am very 
happy." 

I should have covered any other child with kisses, who 
could talk in this sweet mystic way, but there was that 
pure instinctive reserve about Kate, that made her seem 
sacred, as if the good Father had placed a lily at the portal 
of every sense of the child. I was awed before a gurl of 
ten summers. -n 

Suddenly she started — approached me, retreated — and 
then with an out-flash, she put her little hand to my cheek, 
and drew the other to her lips, and turned away to leave 
the room. " Do not go, Lily," I said. 

" I must teach Jeannie, and look to my kittie, and — ^^ 

" Who is Jeannicf ?" 

" Why, don't you know Jeannie ?" she cried, and now she 
was not a lily, nor a sphinx, nor a spirit, but a live child of 
flesh and blood, whose white shoulders and bright eyes were 
the most beautiful in the world. "Why, Jeannie is my 
dolly," and she was off before I could intercept her. 

Beguiled by the child, the shadows of evening gathered 
around me, and the period so often devoted to painful thought 
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had passed away ; and now that she was gone^ it seemed as 
if a sadden light had been taken from the room — a fresh, 
warm, dear light — and now I see that a beantifol soni takes 
away by its presence the sense of cold and gloom, and that 
these things belong to the dark earth, and the nnhappy dark 
spirits of the children of earth. 

Isaac of old went ont at even-tide to meditate. He 
thooght of her, the eipected bride, who was to share the 
tabernacle with this child of promise. The subject of thought 
most have been of comparatiye limit in those days, and 
emotions, being less complex, most have been limited also ; 
while we, mih our miany resources, crowd into our three- 
score years and ten a greater experience than a Methuselah 
could have known. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

, A thousand liveried angels lackey her, 
Driving far off each thing of sin and guilt ; 
And, in clear dream and solemn vision, 
Tell her of things that no gross ear can hear ; 
Till oft converse with heavenly haHtants 
Begin to cast a beam on the outward shape. 

Milton. 

Bertha seems to have been occasionally mnch annoyed by 
the pertinacious intermeddling of Defiance, but she rarely 
enters into any details of the kind. Once she says : — 

" Defiance is very wearing. She Wonld, if she conld; be a 
thorough Procrustes in a small way. She persists in retail- 
ing all sorts of gossip to me, notwTthstanding my repugnance 
to listen to.it. It is in vain I say, when she tells me of some 
supposed enormity, which is simply an individual having done 
something unlike the mode of his neighbors — ''Ah, well, 
that is the person's way. I respect people who have a way 
of their own." 

"But it's so strange," persists Defiance. "Now 1 think, 
if a person does thus and thus, they are no better than 
they should be." 

"Well, perhaps they do not care what you think." 

"Not care I why I am as respectable a wdman as there 
is HI Beech Glen, and I defy you of any one else to say any- 
thing against me." 
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1 was silent. " You don't answer me. I defy you to do 
it," she replied, her little, keen, black eyes looking like two 
coals of fire, and her thin lips shrivelled to a single thread. 

"My good girl," I said, "I have nothing to say. And if 
I knew ever so much evil of you I would be silent. I> 
should only seek to help you to the good." 

" Girl 1 you call me girl, do you ? I don't wish to be 
called any such thing. I'm a member of the church, of good 
standing ; a wife of a respectable man to say the least, and the 
mother of children, and have a right to be treated with 
respect. But I believe you would take any dirty trollop 
right out of the streets, and treat her as well as the most 
virtuous woman in the world." 

"I certainly should, Defiance, with this difference. I 
should treat her with more tenderness. I should soothe and 
comfort, and incite and sustain her reverently, as one of 
God's precious children, overcome by the tempests of life ; 
wrecked and bruised upon the sharp rocks of human peril. I 
should uphold her, morally imbecile, even more tenderly than 
the lame and the blind are upheld by the kindly human 
arm." 

" Yes, and you' would encourage these creatures, and put 
them on a level with the strictly virtuous." 

" What is it to be virtuous. Defiance ? Does virtue con- 
sist in but one quality ; or is it the combination of many f " 

" Oh, you are going to talk in your subtile way. I will 
not hear you. You would delude a saint when you set about 
it," and Defiance liurried out of the room, as if the serpent 
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himself were about to fasten his coils about her. All this 
time Biddy had been going round the room under various 
pretexts, for the sake of listening. When Defiance left the 
room she said : 

" Oh, Miss Bertha, you are not far from the kingdom of 
heaven. The blessed Yirgin was like jou, and all the saints 
love you." 

" Bless you, Biddy," I said, and the pure, warm recogni- 
tion of the good girl was grateful to me. 

Defiance is so pertinaciously wrong-headed, and so coldly 
wrong-hearted, that she would cause me much discomfort 
were not my inward peace too profound to be outwardly 
assailed. And yet I am not at peace. There is a deep 
stirring of my life which at first filled me with alarm, but 
not now. A great joy has been revealed to me — a joy known 
only unto me and God. Hitherto much of my life has been a 
protest, a rejection. Now I accept. Now adown the silvery 
slants of universal harmonies come heavenly utterances, and 
my willing ears listen ; and a joy too sweet to be tumultu* 
ous glides into the holy of holies of my heart and attunes it 
all to melody. " As seemeth it unto thee good," I replied 
to this angel visitation, and then I wrote the following, not 
in doubt nor discontent, but in sure peace. 

A REVELATION. 

Wells of unfathomed light, that downward pour 
From domes of orient pearl, rose-tinged in hue ; 
Faint txxoAOy sweet as night-bird ever knew, 
And fragrance bom of rose and Ifly st6re, 
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All softly blent, stole my wri^pt senses o'er, 
The bl jssoin at my feet so strangely grew 
To perfect grace, that 1 my foot withdrew^ 
As at creation never seen before. 
With azure, vermeil^ creamy tint, each star 
Became a spirit^ with a golden lyre 
Leaning, and hymning through the dnsky night, 
To notes responsive, coming from afar. 
Toached by a spark f^om Heaven's etiierealfire, 
I loved and was beloved, and all is light. 

Lily cdmes often to see me, and her sweet spiritnail nature 
is one of the finest of human revelations. Skt is a siBer, a 
^ophet, as aU women wUl be, more or lesSj as the sex is 
^mafidpa^ed from strviUiy. She has visions of fine essences^ 
who come to her naturally, as to a sister being, A beauti- 
ful spirit, which she sweetly names the child angel, is her 
constant companion. I have had, more than ^nce, a faint 
^leam of thifi child angel, bat only when Lily ^as witli me. 
She says it never comes where there are no children, and 
never where these are unholy and nnloving. It never speaks, 
never langhs, but sits and plays with her and Willy, and 
when any one comes in, the angel goes away. When they 
are alone, it comes again, and they are-very happy. " Once,'' 
Baid little Lily, ^' I was not wise and good. I did not know 
how good God is, and I used to pray, and weep, and think 
the world was black and unlovely ; but the child angel wiped 
my tears, and showed me the lilies, and the roses, and the sing- 
ing birds, and I have never prayed any more, for now I know 
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how good God is, and how mach he loves me, and so I do 
not weep ; I do not mind the storm, for I see always brighi 
flowers and sunshine somewhere^ if tvot kereP 

"That child will die," said the good Bridget, "she is 
little short of an angel now." 

But I feel otherwise. The beautiful, the heavenly do not 
leave us because of their surpassing loveliness, as being too 
much for our earth, but because of disease, imbecility, and 
mismanagement. The world needs all her children ; the 
more divinely perfect, the greater is her need of them. They 
have a work to do in aid of the beneficent Father, and the 
great cry of mother earth is, that there is no " strength" in 
her children. 

How reverently I look upon this child, living always in 
the smiles of the Eternal! Ah I it seems to me such should 
we all be. Would men and women treat each other more 
rever&iUlyj there would be less of evil in the world. The sins, 
even, of a vwr/um^ take their rise in a holy fountain. Men do 
not know how sacredly a woman's affections should be 
treated, how deeply, in spite of wrong-doing, she honors and 
worships the sentiment of chastity. The poor Magdalen, 
spurned, outraged and scorned, holds yet, in the depths of 
her being, the memory of her days of beauty, her lily times, 
and she seeks to forget them by the coarse revel and the 
wine-cup. Could women remember this, that deep in the 
heart of her miserable sister is the angel of the Lily, she would 
cast a pitying mantle over her frailties, and help her gently 
to the light. Woman must uphold woman. All the 
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uamidnarj of ref<Hm is idle mud indfecUTe ; bat whoi the 
troe, pure, lorii^ hemrt of a gmt, noble irontiiihood shiU 
be leTealed to the world, crime and miserr will cease to be. 
It IS Tiin to Al^^eal to our brothers. Women most do the 
work themselyes. They must learn to iq>h<dd each other, 
to be loyal to each other, and then we are anandpate. Thai 
we are indiTidnals, not iiq[^pendages ; c<»npaniQns, not house- 
hold chattels ; citiz»is, and not children, Imiatics and idiots, 
in the law. Bat we haye moch to learn ; wisdom, discre- 
tion, forecast, aD, eyen beyond these things in our brothers; 
for when a woman aims at achieyement, she is more 
thoroughly ezecatiye than the majority of the other sex. 
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CHAPTER XIL 

The means that heaven yields must be enihraced» 
And not neglected ; elsCf if heaven toould, 
And u>e will not, heaven's offer we refuse, 

SHAtSPKARIt* 

Our good parson seems to have been gradually brought 
oat of his dreamy state into one of much actiyity. Judg* 
ing from his journal, Jolia occapied quite as much room in 
his fancy as was consistent with parochial duties, and 
Bertha was by no means exiled therefrom. It was evident 
he lived less in forms and more in realities. Old parchmient 
laws, hereditary and acquired prejudices, were melting away 
under higher intuitionsi and individual convictions. Ht was 
becoming a live mem. The opinions of others, the approval 
of others, began to weigh as nothing when placed in the 
balance of his own perceptions of truth. The reveries of 
the visionary, the sensuousness of the poet, yielded to a fine 
manly grasp of life and its claims. He no longer looked 
blindly up to the walls of the Temple of Divine Truth, but 
began boldly to enter the sacred edifice, and to question 
daringly at her oracles. In all this it was evident Bertha 
was his guide, even when unacknowledged by him. 

At one time he says, ** Bertha has not been to see us for 
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many days, and I feel as if defrauded, of my best mind. 
With her I am neyer at a loss for thoughts, although I see 
she is the fount of them. There is never solitude in the 
presence of Bertha. If she is silent, her face is eloquent 
with more than words ; and her attitudes, calm, graceful as 
they are, suggest motion, as of the spheres — something 
angelic and harmonious. 

" Bertha studiously refrains from naming the past, but I 
am convinced her history is either remarkable in itself or 
her nature is so remarkable, that a knowledge of her past 
experience would be full of interest. John True, a great, 
honest, good man, speaks of her as one belonging to the 
archangels rather than lower intelligences. I asked him 
once, in a pastoral way, if he knew her former history." 

" Yes, Mr. Helfenstein ; all of it from the days of her 
childhood." 

" She is American," I said. 

" Yes, God be praised I No other country, and no other 
people, could father such a woman to my way of thinking. 
But, Mr. Helfenstein, some day, I know it, I feel it, some 
day Miss Bertha will tell you aU, and I think you are man 
enough to understand her." 

Once I ventured a hint to the effect, that our antecedents 
are often more interesting than the present experience, to 
which she replied, with a slight shudder, '^ The past is the 
ground of the dotard only. Even the wise visit it, only to 
gather thence a better philosophy. To-day is the point of 
Talue ; the past is but the causeway over which we passed 
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to the present. If we found it rough, it is because a great 
soul must learn to know its power from a great expe- 
rience." 

Yesterday I found on the table of Julia a daguerreotype, 
which she had procured of Lily, and which suggested a 
singular resemblance, and one I had not before obse^ycSs^ 
It has filled me with a strange perplexity. The portrait is 
beautiful and remarkable for its serene, pure depths. The 
sun paints from beneath the surface, and point by point teUs 
of the hidden experience of the face he delineates. Hence all 
persons look older in the Daguerre than to a casual observer, 
because to the sun a thousand years is as one day, and one 
day as a thousand years, while the passage of some aspect 
of life, momentary it may be, involves the history of ^^ears, 
colors the whole character, and leaves an impress that may 
go onward to eternal relations, and this the sun paints. 
The Daguerre is the great revealer of secrets.^ I lately 
saw one of a handsome woman of fashion, more than 
suspected of an impure life. The sun had penetrated 
beneath the conventional smile, and the conventional look 
of decorum, and there had found the soul of a satyr, and 
that he painted. 

My own portrait by the Daguerre, has a weird, unearthly 
look, with a slight expression of pain. I like to see how I 
stand in the great heart of nature ; I do not harmonize well 
in ordinary surroundings. I require deep shadows, rocks, 
water, and a rich, warm light, falling like a saint's robe 
down where the doe leads her young to drink, and the blofr 
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aoms closto to the dip of the stream. I, Ernest Helfen- 
gtein, am a mixture of brarerj and cowardice, coldness and 
sensibility^ and I mnst have these contrasts in nature to 
represent me fitly. I wish Bertha understood me better — 
though npon my word I couldn't lore her. But then 
Bertha doesn't care. I wish she did. We men hate to feel 
that a superior woman doesn't care the snap of her finger 
whether we like her or not. 

Julia said just now — " The fauns and satyrs would not 
love to dance before Bertha, but the gods would love to 
bend from their pearly battlements for a look into her 
eyes.'* 

nuTsdcLy. — ^Beech Glen is in a great state of excitement 
in regard to my sermon of last Sunday, and because I have 
taken these children from the alms-house into my family. 
Deacon Hopkins called just now to talk the matter over. 
He declared he couldn't see as I had done anything out of 
the way, but the Selectmen said I was doing great mischief. 
They said the town would be filled with children without 
fathers, and the young women would feel as if it didn't 
matter much whether they had husbands or not, so long as 
these children were treated as well or better than children 
lawfully bom. 

I grew red with indignation, and asked him if there was 
no such thing as truth and modesty in the world, and if he 
thought all the people wanted was opportunity in order to 
j;,do evil deeds. 

He replied—" I believe the women folk art pretty nigh 
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eqnal tp men, Mr. Helfenstein ; htU the little that they lack bem* 
30 maJLes a great difference." 

'*^But you think the women are as virtuous as men, Dea- 
con ?" 

" Nq, Parson ; we spare them — that's aU.** 

"And Bertha/' I said — **how many men are her supe- 
riors ?" 

" Well, Bertha is like one of the women of the Bible 
She isn't like any other woman living.'^ 

" And Julia ?— " 

'' Oh, she is like them Greek women that we read of. 
And let me tell you, Parson,, as a friend, not to look that 
way." 

I grew red again^ and the old Deacon rolled his quid of 
tobacco over, and eyed me keenly,, with a sort of smile on 
his face that annoyed me greatly. 

In the meanwhile my household is not harmonious. Old 
Jane, the cook, sits, hour after hour, of a long evening, 
as on a throne, and receives the neighboring gossips, and dis- 
cusses the affairs of all the people of the parish. Willy has 
learned to vex and tease her in a variety of ways. She 
bas more than once complained to me in regard to this, say- 
ing, very pathetically and pointedly : 

" These things is wearing to flesh and blood, Mr. Hel- 
fenstein, coming from children, as is honest people's children, 
but coming from the likes, is too much." 

Recently, Jane is so often in the declamatory vem, th^ 
the work of the family seems quite out of order, and the 
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bread has been heavy for break&st, the meat OTerdone, and 
all oat of sorts, while Jane fioLlmmates complaints, and phi- 
lippics, quite to the edificati<Hi of the neighbors, bat cer- 
tainly not to the advantage of my household. 

I am sometimes in the habit of walking up and down the 
great hall of the house, and there recite passages ci my ser- 
mons, and meditate upon subjects of interest. The kitchen 
door opens into this hall, but so absorbed am I in my own 
thoughts, that I do not observe whether the door is open or 
shut, and so conscious is Jane of this abstraction, that she 
goes out and in, or sits and declaims without in the least 
minding me. To4ay, however, I became aware of the fre- 
quent use of the word parson, from the lips of Jane, and 
next, I observed her to say, 

" The parson hear me ! La bless you, I might call him 
a fool right to his face, and he would not understand it. He's 
a good man, there is no doubt of that, but then he's an infant 
of a man,'' and she laughed ready to split her sides ; and 
Willy coming in, joined her without hearing a word. 

" Oh wad some power the giftie gie us 
To see oursel'es as ithers see us." 

I doubt if we should desire this, if these opinions of us 
were no more flattering than those of my splenetic house- 
keeper of me, simple, plain Ernest Helfenstein. 

Jane did not like that Willy should laugh at me, and she 
jerked out her head at him, and gesticulated violently, 
and then made a grand dash after the boy. Willy rushed 

6* 
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oat, and I caaght him just in time to save him from a poll 
of the ears from Jane. I retreated into the library, bearing 
him in my arms, and verily his weight was astonishing, for 
he let every nerve and muscle hang like a rag, and his 
great head rolled about as it had been an unripe pumpkin. 
When I put him upon the floor, he stood like a machine, 
with his legs twisted and his clothes all out of place ; but I 
observed his eye had a fierce look about it. 

" What you goin' to do now ?" he asked in a sharp voice 

" Make you a good boy, Willy." 

" You can't do it — you can't, you old Fogey." 

My heart rebelled against the child, and I could not ven- 
ture to speak. I put my head upon my hand, and leaned my 
elbow upon the table to collect my thoughts, for I began 
to say to myself, " Why should I, a lover of peace and beauty, 
why should I, be subjected to all this discord?" and my sel- 
fish weakness brought tears into my eyes. The child saw it, 
and began to straighten himself up. 

" You can't do it," he repeated defiantly. 

I could not speak ; I felt and thought too painfully for 
words. My self-love had been so much wounded of late, 
that I was like a denuded lobster at the season of casting 
his shell, and had about as much manhood as that retrograde 
animal. I held out my hand to the child. 

" No you don't, ye aUigator," he answered. 
What's an aUigator, WiUy ?" 

" A humbug, what cries." 

I felt so ashamed I did not know what hext to say. 
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" Come, lick me and have it over," said the boy, approach- 
ing to my chair. 

I laid my hand instinctively upon his head, and said faintly, 
"My poor child 1" 

Suddenly Willy rushed to the door, opened it and shut 
it with a great slam, and presently I heard an outcry, so 
loud, so like the wail of some dumb creature in pain, that I 
hastened out to find Willy beating his head against the 
columns of the portico, and giving way to sundry sounds as 
I never heard from any other child. Lily had come to 
his aid, and had put her small hand upon his shoulder, 
and I heard her say, "Poor Willy," in a sweet, low 
tone. 

" Go away, Kate, go away, Kate I" shouted the boy, and 
then he stopped short and asked : 

" Kate, do you believe there's a devil ?" 

" No, Willy, only angels." 

" I do, Kate ; I see 'em every night, with long tails and 
red eyes, and they keep saying, 'we'll have you. Bill — they 
never call me Willy,' " and he began once more his strange 
cries. I retreated to my study, thinking these two children 
would better institute harmony without any intervention of 
mine. 

At length I heard a change in the direction of the voice, 
and then there were two or three hard kicks, slow, one after 
another, at my door, and then as if a heavy body had been 
projected against it, a whole volume of sound seemed to be 
poured through the key-hole into my very ears. 
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I opened the door, and Willy would have pitched upon 
the floor if I hadnH stayed him. 

" Cant you flog a fellow ; cant you do it ?" 

" Why, no, my poor boy." 

Willy danced up and down, and screamed, oh — oh — oh 1 
— as if subjected to terrible suffering. 

" Don't you look sorry at me, don't you look sorry at 
me." His voice changed to a slight sob, and be fell back 
faint. I raised him in my arms and laid him gently upon the 
sofa. I took Tfater and bathed his temples, and he laid with 
his eyes closed, the tears coursing down his poor little fat 
cheeks. 

" The angels have come, Willy," whispered Kate, bending 
her lips to the ear of the boy, who lifted up his head and 
said, " Where, where, Kate ?" 

"Hush," said Lily, with a sort of womanly way, and 
pointing over her shoulder ; and there, sure enough, stood a 
beautiful child, with long flaxen curls parted in the centre of 
the head, and heavenly blue eyes, looking most tenderly at 
the poor unclaimed boy of the people. I observed its feet 
were bare, and it had a small white robe that fell down, 
leaving one shQulder quite naked. Both children looked 
confidingly into its face. " What is this, Lily ?" I asked. 

"It is the Child- Angel," she replied — and now it was 
gone, and the children both looked disappointed. 

" Tell me more of this Child- Angel, Lily," I said. 

" They do not like to have us talk about them, and God 
does not like us to tell about our prayers. ; and, dear Ernest, 
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how can yoa pray in the church ?" All this was uttered 
with such earnest rapidity, that I was quite confounded. 
But Willy came to the rescue. 

" Let him pray, Kate ; I say let him pray. He doesn't 
*ick anybody fust, like Deacon Pettingal, nor call us chil- 
dren of the devil, like Granny Pettingal." 

Lily recoiled all over. It was evident her delicate nature 
could hear vrroTig better than the expression of it, 

" I say, Kate, let him pray — ^pray away, old fellow 1" he 
fiairly shouted — " you don't lie. I've watched you — ye don't 
sham only a Fridays ; ye don't cheat and say 'tis the Lord's 
doin's. I never saw you look down from your little bunk up 
there, to see who liked the way you prayed." 

I was astonished at his precocious observation. But this 
little outlaw had lived without sympathy, and had grown 
keen in detecting the falsehoods about him. Now, for the 
first time he seemed to be learning there was another aspect 
to life. He moved here and there in great excitement, snap- 
ped his fingers, and breathed deeply, as if his fat body were 
in the way of his new revelations. 

Then, too, I confess I felt some little qualms as he passed 
his scalping-knife with such a flourish over my head. Ernest 
Helfenstein is not immaculate, I said inwardly — there are 
shams, after all, beyond the penetration of this child, which 
I see in myself and detect in others. Truth in the secret 
recesses of the soul God demands of us, and yet we go about 
hoodwinkrog ourselves and others. 

I see that my project for teaching has been superseded by 



110 BERTHA AND LILY ; OR, 

adopting these forsaken children ; but I do not regret it 
On the contrary, I see I am doing a holier work in the 
world, ^nd one that must produce deeper results than the 
ordinary plans of imparting knowledge at present achieve. 
I never before was conscious of such exhilaration of life — 
such force of thought ; and, indeed, my pecuniary affairs 
have been thrifty to a very startling degree since the intro- 
duction of these orphans into my family. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

With eyes bo pure, that from their ray 
Dark yice would turn abashed away, 
Blinded like serpents, when they gaze 
Upon the emerald's virgin blaze. 

MOOBE. 

The parish have just paid up my salary. I took the gold 
with shame. I inherit a good property ; I have health ; I 
have mental resource ; I love work for its own sake. I shall 
think of these things, and it may be, decline the market 
value of the truth. This cent per cent, I fear me, has a para- 
lytic touch upon the truth-seeing faculty. 

I fear my journal will be the mere record of my grievances. 
I am not happy — am not serene. I pray with a fervor I 
never knew before. " Out of the d&pths I cry to thee, O 
Lord T' Yes, out of the depths of my very soul. I seem 
to see the eternal past and the eternal future. The world 
is hoary with uncounted centuries, and the springs of my 
being extend into the dim past till they are no longer mine, 
but the pulsings of the heart universal. My self-ism yields 
before sublime and far extended sympathies. I am ashamed 
of my poor weak life ; in which I have brooded over solitary 
emotions, or have brought words — ^words to my ministry, 
rather than the living oracles of the great God. 



V 
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Our clergy raise the cry of infidelity always at new doc- 
trines of reform. I am verily persuaded that the scepticism 
of the world is lodged in the pulpit. 

What do we do when unbelief 

Is trumpeting his views ? 
Why, put it in the^t*^*^, sirs, 

To keep it from the pews. 

My brothers could never preach as they now do — could 
never be so childishly ambitious for fine churches, and for 
rich salaries — did they really believe the truths of our reli^on. 
They put down reformers who come with new revelations, 
because the doctrines of these reformers, and the selMeny- 
ing devotion of these reformers, is a perpetual rebuke to 
themselves. The clergy have wealth, power. They com- 
mand the church ; they give the tone to literature ; they 
have printing-presses innumerable, by which they might 
inculcate highest truths ; they control the lives and con- 
sciences of women. And if the world is no better, it is the 
fault of the priest. 

Lately a celebrated singer was in New York. The clergy 
went to hear her — ^attended her rehearsals — made her 
speeches — ^praised, flattered her ; and yet one, if not more, 
of her songs was so indelicate that no woman could hear it 
without a sense of shame. 

The poet is the only great, true reformer. His whole 
soul must be adjusted to the truth, or he is no poet. Hence 
he sings of wrong — and, *like the nightingale, leans upon 
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the thorn that pierces his flesh, and ponrs forth his griefs so 
melodiously, that we forget the angoi^ in delight of the 
melody. The poet should sing in the fdllness of content ; 
and he will do so in the better ages. 

As I walked to church this morning, Julia was with me, 
and Lily took my hand, while Willy, who is growing yery 
thoughtful, kept close to her side. "Where are the lilies T* 
he asked, quite softly. 

" God has folded them to sleep till the winter is oyer,^ 
Uttle Kate replied ; "but they will come again." 

After awhile I happened to look at Willy, and, to my 
amazement, the tears were slowly coursing down his cheeks, 
dotting his linen collar, and glistening on the front of his 
jacket. I dropped the hand of Kate, and reached for 
Willy's, whereat Lily flashed out her soul inquiringly, and 
then retreated with a sndle as she saw the condition of 
Willy. 

We had not gone far, however, before the child broke out 
into great cries, and dropped my hand. Without speakin, 
a word, he started for home at a full run. The people 
laughed. Good Deacon Hopkins even had to stop and 
relieye himself of his quid, in order to laugh decently, while 
his wife said : 

" Parson Helfenstein, that boy aches for a good whip- 
ping." But the Deacon interrupted her by saying — " I don't 
know about that so much, but you can't make a whistle out 
of a pig's tail.'' 

I gave a hurried glance at Juliay and must say her evident 
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merriment disconcerted me. But Lily, pure, beautiful, 
strange Lily, said — " The Child- Angel will come and com* 
fort WiUy." 

As we walked onward, the leaves rustled beneath our 
tread, and eddied gustily in our path. A warm autumnal 
haze lay upon the landscape, and in the distance the cold 
blue of the water glittered with a bright sheen, that har- 
monized well with the unclouded atmosphere. I felt my spir- 
its rise under the invigorating air, and I moved with a lighter 
tread, and became endowed with a more courageous life. 

My sensibilities are too predominant ; they weaken and 
distress me. But now that I know my infirmity, I shall be 
able to regulate them. They help me to a sympathy for my 
kind, and for that reason I will bear the pangs as best I 
may. God forbid I should shut up my heart in selfish isolation. 

I thought of these things as I stood before the people this 
morning, I thought, too, of what Lily had said : " how can 
you pray in church ?" I felt its rebuke. I asked, " How 
much of intellectual vanity, how much of rhetorical flourish 
hast thou indulged in, Ernest Helfenstein ? How often hast 
thou prayed at thy people instead of to the Father of Love 
and Truth ? How often thou hast prayed a creed instead of 
pouring out a soul to the fov/ntain of spirits P' Where thou 
should'st merge thyself in the divine, how often hast thou cast 
about to frame fine paragraphs and nicely rounded periods I 
Shame on thee, thou sham of piety I Shame on thee, Ernest 
Helfenstein, thou poor ape of a man, practising thy fantastic 
tricks in the eyes of the pure light." 
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Filled with this longing for infinite rest in the DiTine, I 
knelt in prayer. I know not what I said — ^I know not, care 
not, if well said — ^I was in the monnt with prophets and 
patriarchs, and, walking hand and hand with Him of Nazar 
reth ; I felt as if all the sorrows of hnmanitj were rolled upon 
mj sonl, and I had become the month-piece to the Eternal ; 
nttering the cry, be pitifhl, oh God ; send thou the Comforter, 
thou soul of love. 

My text was, " The Son of Man came not to be ministered 
unto, but to, minister." I followed, step by step, the path- 
way of him who renounced self in every shape, and found a 
sublime joy in ministering to those who live near to earth, 
and therefore near to sorrow. I showed how he cast con- 
tempt upon all conventionalisms ; how he sought out the 
weak and erring, and by his own pure love, was able to 
penetrate to the inner life of theirs, and thence revealed to 
them better hopes and holier desires. I showed how he 
cared nothing for the established church, nothing for the 
usages of the fathers ; how he preached a gospel of universal 
import, addressed not to sex, nor profession, but to man. 

I caught a view of the face of Bertha. Never, never was 
such a face. A halo was aroimd her head^ such as the artist 
favnis around the saint or the ma/rtyr. Her eyes were wells 
of light. I do not think she saw me, Ernest Helfenstein, at 
aH, and soon I saw not Bertha. My soul was caught up to 
* new heights ; my people wept, and J wept with them. 

But even here, I know not how, a strange longing for a 
nearer sympathy came upon me. I, Ernest Helfenstein, 
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would be taken by the hand and comforted. I would laj 
my head on some dear shoulder, and dream myself to forget- 
ftdness. I know not how this mood grew over me. I only 
. know it came. I only know I felt my selfish humanity put 
in its claim to be heard. Keady as I was, to fly with the 
volition of the archangel to the throne of the Highest, 
reaching for the harp of the cherub, and glowing with the 
fire of the seraph, I had laid open in my way the recesses of 
my own being, and found that Loye, ending in the mysteries 
of the universal centre, has yet its base on earth. 

Unconsciously my eyes rested upon Julia. I went on 
describing the marvellous sympathies, the tender capabilities 
of our nature, how the softest and loveliest analogies of the 
external world were in correspondence with the highest 
developments of man. I felt my voice tremble as I uttered, 
" Let not your hearts be troubled," as I recounted the infir- 
mities of our will, as contrasted with the greatness of our 
aspiration. " Let not your hearts be troubled," I repeated, 
for Julia had buried her face in her handkerchief, and was 
weeping like a child. 

She lifted her eyes to mine as by a magnetic influence. 
Ah I she was unlike Bertha — ^beautiful was she with no 
halo of cold, pure light, but rainbow hues of enchantment 
floated about her, in the midst of which beamed eyes that 
thrilled to my soul. My utterance became choked ; I drew 
abruptly to a close. I felt as if I were caught by a crea- 
ture, such as those fascinated by a serpent behold ; undulat- 
ing pearls and rubies, and heaps of gold and gems, bewilder- 



ing the sense, and lapping the sOol as in a trance. The 
shadows of life seemed to float off into distant regions, chased 
like receding cloads that betoken a fairer day. 

Monday. — ^We have determined to teach the children from, 
the books. To my astonishment, Willy does not know his 
letters. He has a quick) tenacious memory, and that has 
misled as into the idea that he understood at least the rudi* 
ments of words. 

I opened a book of fables, and asked him to read. He 
took the volume, put his tongue in his cheek, crossed first 
one foot and then the other, screwed up his forehead, stuck 
out his chin, and yet said not a word. At last he laid down 
the book and thrust both hands in his pockets. 

" Can't do it," he said laconically, and then opening the 
book again he pushed it into my face, saying, ** Let me hear 
you do it.'* I read -^sop's fable of the boy and the frogs, 
whereat he laughed, and cried, " that's prime ;" and then he 
took the volume and recited the story word for word, and 
with good emphasis. 

"Now, Kate, you try it.'* 

Poor Kate looked so ashamed for him, that I verily 
believe she would have parted with half her own intellect to 
aid him. I selected a large A, and pointing it out, said, 
" that is A, Waiy." 

" By George, is that A ?* and he looked down at it as 
if eyeing some curious monster, and began saying rapidly : 

" A is an axe that cuts down the wood. B is a bull that 
bellows for food," &c», nmning through the whole alphabet 
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in coaplets of the kindi While thus engaged, I heard some* 
thing plump npon the floor, and np sprang Willy in pnrsnit 
of a large toad that had crawled ont of his tonic pocket. 
Of course all study was at an end, and it was agreed that 
Lily should aid the child in identifying the letters, before 
anything could be done for him in the way of books. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Tea, I must speak. My secret would have perished 
Even with the heart it wasted, as a brand 
Fades in the dying flame whose life it cherished^ 
Bat that no human bosom can withstand 
Thee, wondrous lady. Shellet. 

In examining the jonrnal of Bertha, we find it at this 
period nearly blank. She speaks of the children with great 
tenderness, but glres no details respecting them. She has 
eyidently aided in famishing books, toys, and instraction of 
yarions kinds. She alludes to the Child- Angel, which is 
spoken of more than once by Helfenstein. She says : 

" Ernest has the sonl of a little child, and since he has 
taken those waifs of the people into his keeping, a pure 
heaven has descended into his mansion. I verily believe 
that when any one quality shall be strongly evolved from our 
being, it will take to itself shape, and be angel or devil, 
according to its quality. Many times, in nearing the two 
children, I have perceived a lovely third, which becomes 
invisible at my approach. Lily has long known this pres- 
ence, and speaks of it as of a dear, loved companion. She 
says it plays with her and loves her ; but she adds, " It 
doesn't understand our words ; it has heaA)en lamguage^ such 
as good children have in theur hearts, and it reads us this 
in ours." ^ 
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"This morning," she says, ''John came to my room. He 
was very pale, and dropped down upon the chair nearest the 
door. I knew some evil approached, for I had felt heavy 
shadowings pass over me, and last night my invisible friend 
stood by my bed, and called * Bertha V in a voice so plaintive, 
that I wept. Glad was I to be awaked, for my dreams 
were oppressive* I wandered a dreary way, bearing a child 
in my arms — the grief-child of my dreams. So when I saw 
the paleness of John, I was prepared for evil tidings. 

" He has come," was all he could say. And then John 
sai> with the tears streaming from his eyes, till the vixen 
voice of Defiance called him out* 

" My God ! what are we, when one hmnan creature can 
make another so miserable^ Oh I for the time when the 
soul will assert her affinities, and place a univ^se between 
herself and all that is repugnant to her heavenly harmonies. 
He has come I and wherefore ? To re-open the charnel 
house of the past. I could half curse these magnetic charms 
Df mine, that attract not only what I would, but what I 
would not. Surely, surely, the deepest love is evolved only 
by the noblest and the purest, and he, amid all his errors, 
loves only what is holiest." 

Again, we find a hurried entry, and the pages are blotted 
with tears. She says : 

"Thank God for mountains — ^thank him for rocks and 
Waterfalls, the hurricane and the thunder-bolt. Were the! 
earth a huge plain, and the sky a serene dome, and man 
created as be now is, with his ^passionate outgoings, fbe vast 
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^arth would be an arena of howling madmen. Let as go 
up into the mountains, from whence bur strength cometh. 
The blow is ready to fall upon me, and yet I do not quail. 
The mighty outreaching of my spirit overleaps time and 
€ense, and I behold a glory which is left without expression. 
I have written the following, because passion is poetry- 
grief Is music : 



" HIDE ME IN THE CLEFT OF THE ROCK, ETC. 



*' In the sonndings of a grief 

Deep as is the soul's deep founlb, 
Never asking for relief 
To the mighty hills I mount. 
Thou, Oh Gk)d ! in mercy yield, 
That the deft rock be my shield. 

Hide me. Oh mysterious Power 

By thy all-protecting hand ; 
Not in sweet sequestered bower, 
Not in some enchanted land ; 
But in defb of riven rock 
Hide, Oh hide me from ih6 shook. 

In the greatness of thy might, 

I recoil with awe-struck fear. 
For an over-shadowing light 
Doth reveal a spirit near. 
Lest I faint with human dread 
Be the clefb-ro6k o^er my head. 

8 
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Froni thy glory though I shrink^ 
Take not all tby rays away — 
Beams ineffable, that link 
Us to thine eternal ray — 

Keed the firm rock, cleft in twain. 
To uphold the maddening brain." 

Again^ she s&ys : 

" I have wept — ^wept j but now I am calm. I have sat 
toyself down, and took up the threads of the past, one by 
one. I have faced it, piece by piece. I am stronger fot 
the scrutiny. But, Oh 1 it is sad to think hxyw much the ^or 
heart cam suffer. Why is it ? And yet I have gleams of 
wondrous beauty evolved from the mystery of grief. 

3|C 9fK ^ 9|C 9^ ^C 

"I took up the little bronze vase* Its touch was serpent 
cold. I did not open it. Not yet, not yet ; I will wait* 
Oh there is wisdom in patient waiting. * * * * 

'^ Defiance told me, this morning, that my temper must be 
very sulky. Poor John knows how it is. He brought me 
a sprig of chamomile — I smelt it — there was no odor. He 
crushed it between his hard paJms, and it gave out a pure, 
wholesome odor. ' God bless you, my friend,' I said, and 
John tried to smile, but the tears came instead. This eve* 
ning he brought me a flower from the top of the mountain — 
a tuft of moss, the cups filled with dew. ' The rock upon 
the mountain has its tears,' I said. 

*'I have agreed to meet him — once, and for the last time. 
i cannot have him enter my rooms, consecrated to holy 
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thought, peaceful dreams, and qoaiiit mystic studies. No, 
DO ; I cannot stay after in a place, and say, ' he sat in this 
chair ;' ' his hand rested there ;' ' his foot pressed the carpet 
where I stand.' And yet Nathan XJnderhill is a kingly 
man, and scarcely would a "woman resist his fascinations. I 
have been, he says, his evil genius. Aye, can it be that a 
being, a woman, may act the part of angel to one, and 
that of deyil to another. Tears of blood have I shed for 
thee, unhappy man I Will that console thee ? I have 
prayed for thee as the agonized mother prays for an erring 
child. I have wept for thee as the loving weep for the 
beloved ; and yet I love thee not. Oh, our pity is ^^^Ikr 
than love. It does holier office than love I 

** The following letter has just reached me. I knew its con* 
tents ere I had read them. As I held the paper in my 
hands, my palms burned, my head was filled with pain, and 
a strange oppression grew upon my chest. Nathan, I know 
all thou wouldst say. I see thee despite of distance and 
intervening walls. Why, then, come to me when I had 
buried myself from the whole world that I might escape 
thee ?" 

" Bless you. Bertha, for your letter. Kind, noble, bril- 
liant words. If my wretchedness could make you happy, 
you ought to be in elysium. But no, you also are wretched, 
and I have caused it. Oh God ! attest to my penitence. 
Each word of your letter burned into my soul. I have 
kissed them with more feeling than ever I kissed woman 
•live; I love every letter, and each is graven upon my heart. 
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Do not bid me despair; beautiful Bertha, do not be inexou* 
able. I am melting, choking, shuddering with grief. A 
feeling attested as mine has been in the darkness of my 
dark — dark nights, in the radiance of your presence — in the 
solemn woods of death — ^in the face of holy setting suns, no 
time nor distance can change. BeUeve this, for God's sake. 

** Bertha, fate rufes us, separates us ; bids us despair, and 
bids us hope. Let us take her promises as well as her bodeful 
oracles. How shall I fill you with that trust so needful to 
your peace of mind? I have given you words, tears, groans. 
Pangs v/nJcnmon before, quiver through me. Your living pres^ 
ence is borne in my heart ; burning as it is borne ; burning^ 
but not searing. Did you not onoe give me your great heart ? 
Give me now your sufficient faith, I am writing this in a 
whirlwind of terrible emotions. Bertha, my life is in your 
hands. I am in a war, a storm of agony, for the past rises 
like a black cloud before me. Help me to pray for the calm. 
Yet it is our right to be wretched. Oh, Bertha, speak to 
the troubled waters that threaten to engulf my frail barque ; 
send your heavenly voice over the waste, and the calm will 
follow. Come to me, angel of my life ; for I shall sink if 
this continue. 

" Let us bury the past. Often have I told you, were 
you to love another, I should feel no change. Were you 
to die, my flame would still rise to you in heaven. Saint 
Bertha, pray for me, pity me, bless me I As now and 
then a tear of the floods, fast falling for you, lights upon the 
paper, I omit to dry it, but send it to you. If, from the 
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comers of the earth, a truer, pnro' otferu^ can be gathered, 
let it be given to God. These of mine come to attest TOur 
loTeliness, worth, wisdom, genius, power, gtorr, firom your 
slaye, brought by you, and only you, into the true life« 
They are the best that is in him, offered to his Ddty, through 
that Deity's nearest, most glorious manifestation, in created 
form. 

" God bless, God help me ; God save us. N. U." 
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CHAPTER XV. 

For what contend the wise ? for nothing less 
Than that the soul, freed from the bonds of sense, 
And to her God restored by evidence 
Of things not seen, drawn forth from their recess, 
Root there, and not in forms, her holiness. 

Wordsworth. 

Ernest regrets that no time is left him for poetry. " Alas 1" 
he says, "my brain teems with lofty, artistic conceptions; 
floods of poetry roll in upon my soul, and yet I find no space 
to pen them." Bertha repUed, when I said this to her : — 
" The universe is one great, outspoken poem of the Most 
•High ; man and his conflicts, within and without, is God's 
epic ; what would you more ? Let us help on His work, 
not ours." 

To-day, while I sat reading in my study, with the two 
children amusing themselves in their own way, Kate tucked 
her doll under her arm, and crossed the room to say, 

" Dear Ernest, don't you hate reasonable people ?" 

" Perhaps yes, and perhaps no, Lily." 

" I heard Mrs. Hopkins say she thought it very weak to 
cry over your sermon, yesterday;" and now Kate looked like 
a very common-place child, and Ernest Helfenstein a little 
foolish. 
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" Is Bertha reasonable ?" she asked again. 

'* Bertha is wise." 

All this time Kate was putting a cap on the head of Jen- 
nie, and taking it off as often. It did not seem to suit her, 
for she laid the doll into my arms, and went for another. I 
sat holding the image, when Deacon Pettingal, and some of 
the town officers were announced, and Mrs. Pettingal having 
seen Julia's face through the window, came directly to mj 
room, while the others were ushered into the parlor. 

" I should think a minister of the gospel might find some- 
thing better to do than play dolls with paupers," she said, 
eyeing me sharply. 

I kept the doll, in spite of this rude speech, for I would 
not trouble little Lily by laying it aside. 

Willy made a rapid retreat upon the appearance of the 
officers, and Lily, who shortly returned, stood in the centre 
of the room so changed, so unlike herself, that I was alarmed^ 
Every particle of color left her face, the curl even came out 
of her beautiful hair, and it seemed to cling to her face and 
shoulders, while her eyes changed to a bright yellow, emit- 
ting sparks ; her hands and arms fell to her side, and it 
seemed a breath might transform her into a beautiful white 
Lily. 

"So that girl hasn't done with her tantrums yet?" said 
Mrs. Pettingal. 

Kate's eye emitted yellow sparks ; her hair perceptibly 
curled ; she seemed to rise upon her instep ; her neck curved, 
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and her head was thrown back — she wa& not Lilj^ she was 
a young swan. 

" Kate I" said Julia in a low voice. The child breathed 
heavily, and seemed to relax her nerves ; but looking at 
Mrs. Pettingal^ she said : 

" When I die, I'll come every night and sit on the top of 
that great black head-board of your bedstead, and you'll 
know 'tis little Kate's ghost." 

Poor Mrs. Pettingal looked at her with the kind of look 
that Biddy puts on when she brushes a spider from the wall 

"PU teach you something better than that," she said. 
" Pve come to take you back to the work-house." 

I felt my heart close \^ith the same pang that pierced 
little Kate's. This was a contingency I had never dreamed 
of. At this moment tl^e door burst open, and Willy came 
to the rescue, brandishing two little red fists in close prox- 
imity to the red nose of Mrs. Pettingal. 

" No you don't. You don't get us back to the work- 
house. Ypu don't get us agin' to eat your baked beans and 
hasty puddin'. Ye don't get us to call bad names any more; 
no you don't ; nor to lie to us about God, I tell ye." 

And before I could interfere, he had planted a blow in 
the centre of the bodice of Mrs. Pettingal, which made about 
as much impression as the balls of the British upon the cot- 
ton bags of Gen. Jackson, at the battle of New Orleans ; 
and from a like cftuse ; for Mrs. Pettingal was tall and lank^ 
with a bodice so long that one wondered how it would he 
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possible for her to sit down — and when she did so, her shape 
had a sharp turn, like a half closed jack-knife. 

Having banished the two children from the room, I now 
met the officers of the town, and really I could not have 
imagined the simple act of taking these two forsaken ones 
into car family, would have given rise to so much hostility on 
the part of my people. It was regarded as a bad precedent. 
My conduct implied a reproach to the town officers, and my 
sermons indirectly impeached the most respedahle part of the 
community, I had said that the system of providing for the 
poor made poverty, and old age, and misfortune disgraceful. 
That no distinction could be shown between vice and misfor- 
tune in the present system. The woman born in affluence 
might be married — ^her property, by that act of marriage, 
passed out of her hands into those of her husband. He 
became a spendthrift, an inebriate, a gambler — she had no 
redress. He squandered her whole estate and died a 
beggar. His wife, this early minion of fortune, covered 
with shame, and disgraced in the eyes of the world, by no 
act of her own, heart-broken, and overcome by the infirmi- 
ties of age, is brought to the alms-house, with the hundreds 
who are carried thither by their vices. Little children, 
also, who should be careless as the blossoms of the field, 
are here prematurely initiated into labor, privation, and 
vice. 

Then, too, it had been decided that I was engaged to 
preach, and had no right to meddle with the duties of the 
town officers. I was paid for a round of Sunday duties and 

6* 
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other services consequent upon birtlis and deaths, and had 
no right to go beyond my assigned limits. 

I felt there was a sort of justice in this. The parish 
regards its minister as a man regards his wife — as his pro- 
perty. The parson is in effect knocked down to the highest 
bid of the parish — so much and so much makes him the 
thrall of his people. Every man, woman, and child, who 
pays for his support, has a right in him ; may dictate to 
him, prescribe rules as to housekeeping, marriage, preaching, ' 
and praying, which he may disregard at his peril. 

As these thoughts rushed through my brain, I felt what 
a slave I was, and walked the floor, calmly, yet with a kind 
of resolution such as the shackled bondman feels who has 
resolved to be free. I thought of the vast stores of learning 
monopolized by our body. I thought of our claims to moral 
purity — claims that can never justly be gainsayed ; of our 
unworldliness, honesty of intention, and singleness of pur- 
pose, and yet how we were held in a sort of pupilage and 
bondage, through salary. " I will be chargeable to no one," 
I exclaimed. " Mine own hands shall supply my necessities. 
Give your money to others. I will none of it. Rather let 
me perish than refrain to declare the whole oracles of God." 

My visitors were unprepared for this, and the deacons 
began to fear they had gone too far. Deacon Pettingal, 
who is tall and stiff as a pikestaff, with long carrotty hair, 
and a sanctimonious face, groaned in spirit. Deacon Hopkins 
rolled over and over his tobacco, not as " a sweet morsel 
under his tongue," but as if it had suddenly become an 
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unsavory pill, difficult to be swallowed. Deacon Pettingal 
has an enormous mouth, only a portion of which is needful 
upon ordinary occasions, and he keeps a third of it fastened 
together at the comers, the centre leaving ample space for 
his few pious words. He lets down these only when he 
*' gee-haws" to his oxen, or when he gives way in prayer. 
The deacon now took an extra tuck in his lips, as if the next 
extremity might for ever lock up his aperture for words, and 
consign him to the condition of Zacheriah in the Temple. 

" What," said I, " if abuses prevail in our place, must X 
not help to reform them ? Must I not help the advancement 
of truth, and human good ?" 

" You do that when you give us an orthodox sermon, two 
or more, every Sunday." 

" Ah," said I, in a sort of 4espair, " the gospel that is 
acted in the life is the b^st gospel. The worship that causes 
the human heart to sing for joy, is the best worship." 

" We engaged you to preach to an orthodox, respectable 
people. Parson Helfenstein, and we'll take care of the town 
business ourselves, and first we'll take these children back to 
the Alms House." 

" That cannot be," I said firmly. " These children have 
had a taste of better things, and it would be the height of 
cruelty to re-consign them to the life they have led there." 

The officers then produced two papers for me to sign, by 
which the children were made my thralls or servants, 
apprentices, whatever it was, till their lawfnl age of twenty- 
one, when they might be supposed capable of owning thera 
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selves.* I was loth to sign these papers, but as that wf ' 
the only ground on which I could retain them, I did so, 
throwing them, however, in the fire the moment the officers 
left, that the children might never know anything of the 
transaction. 

When I ha4 finished this, I said, " Now, gentlemen, allow 
me to say, I do not belong to the people of Beech Glen. I 
am no property of theirs. I belong first to God, faact to 
mysdfy 

" But, Parson Helfenstein, you won^t leave us ?'' 

" No, this is my home. I love the place ; I love the peo- 
ple, so far as they can be loved ; but I cannot be your pastot 
upon our present terms." 

" We wouldn't like to lose you, parson," said Deacon Hop- 
kins, with a show of real feeling. 

" Well then, I will preach in the pulpit, if you wish it, 
but I shall preach many things that may prove unpalatable 
to the people." 

" We have dedicated the church to sound orthodox preach- 
ing^ parson," said Deacon Pettingal, " and we begin to think 
Miss Bertha has unsettled your views." 

" Miss Bertha is a woman of sound sense, deacon. She 
has invested her money in good stocks, in a manly way. 
She cultivates her ground, and employs workmen, and knows 
how to make her funds productive. I, on the contrary, have 
allowed my patrimony to go to ruin, while I preached poor 
sermons to a cavilling people, who conceived they had pur- 
chased me by a salary." 
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Deacon Hopkins rubbed his hands. " A most exfraordi- 
nary woman, that Miss Bertha. She has sot all the women 
to thinking, hereabouts, and now a man's got to mind his 
P's and Q's." 

"A pestilent woman, who ought to be dealt by. Pve 
made up my mind, if she comes to the communion. Til forbid 
her the elements," answered Deacon Pettingal. 

" I don't know, I don't know about that, brother," replied 
Deacon Hopkins. 

" I think Miss Bertha has scruples as to the present 
form," interposed I. " She believes in a one entire brother- 
hood — a universal church. The symbolic bread and wine, 
she believes, should be proffered to all who love our Lord 
Jesus Christ, without distinction of age, sex, or condition. 
It is the type of fraternity, not the privilege of the few." 

" She would confound the chosen of the Lord with the 
heathen and the sinner. She would take away the fear of 
partaking unworthily, and make the feast of the saints no 
better than the carousal of the sinner. Oh, my soul, enter 
thou not into the counsels of such," answered Deacon Pet- 
tingal. 

Deacon Hopkins looked rebuked at this pious out- 
break of his coadjutor. I felt foolish, and was not sorry 
when the whole party took their leave ; but not till I had 
announced to them my determination to take no more gold 
of theirs in the shape of salary. " I will preach to you ; I 
will uphold instruction for the people in the primitive way. 
What you give me shall be the free-will offering of pure love, 
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not tfie tribute of hire. I will speak the truth as it is 
revealed to me, not the dogmas of a sect ; and when you 
are not willing to hear me, I will go elsewhere," I said. And 
I did not fail to tell them, also, what I had never shown 
before — that the pastor of Beech Glen was neither unknown 
nor unsought-for in the world. I showed them letters, in 
which I had been invited, many times and often, to lecture ; 
and I was more than convinced that the lecture-room was 
growing to be more effective than the pulpit, for this cause 
alone — that the lecturer was allowed a broader field and a 
freer expression of opinion. Jesus did not confine himself 
to any one locality, but went from place to place, and thus 
should his ministers do. The jpet/pU go gladly to the lecture- 
room — ^unwillingly to the church — ^because in the latter they 
find too much of the dead letter, while in the former there is 
a vitality, a courage, wanting in the pulpit. 



# 
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CHAPTER XYI. 

Then hand in hand these little babes, 
Went wandering up and down — 
Their pretty lips with black-berries 
Were all besmeared and djed ; 
And when thej saw the darksome night, 
They sat them down and cried. 

Old Ballad. 

I WENT to my room quite oppressed by this scene. How 
long I sat in a half reverie I.know not. At length I became 
conscious that the twilight approached, and there was no 
sound of the children. A bright fire burned upon the hearth, 
the long, heavy curtains, that draped the windows, allowed 
a streak of moonlight to steal across the room, and show 
the outline of a bust of Milton that stood over my ward- 
robe. From thence it rested upon a Psyche, which now, 
for the first time, looked to me like Lily. " Yes, she is a 
Psyche," I said, involuntarily. It seemed as if the image 
arose from the pedestal, and then it was not the Psyche, but 
the ChUd- Angel. Suddenly the blaze sank upon the hearth, 
the moon was shrouded by a cloud, and an intense gloom 
followed upon myself. I felt an indescribable depression — 
a pang, as if some heart dear to me sent forth its thrill of 
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anguish, which vibrated in my own. I was lonely, bereft. 
My eyes fell upon the bed, and I observed a white object in 
the centre of the crimson counterpane. This was so unusual, 
that I rose to see what it could be. I found a sheet of 
paper, marked with strange characters, and blotched and 
crumpled. Striking a light, I was able to decipher, after 
much labor, the simple words. 

" Good bye, dear father," 
and signed, " Kate and Willy." My heart fainted within me. 
What could it mean ? The paper was blistered with tears. 
I discovered also other tokens of my beloved children. 
There was a depression in the side of the bed, and traces 
of weeping, and I knew that Willy had punched his head in 
there, and so had smothered his cries. The end of the pil- 
low also had been pressed, I knew, by the sweet head of 
Lily, and upon the centre lay one long golden curl. 

I hastened to find Julia, and relate my fears. We dis- 
covered that Lily had taken nothing but the doll, Jenny, 
and her cloak and hat, while Willy had done the same, sub- 
stituting a white fleecy dog, with pink eyes, and a red 
tongue, and a most imperative bark, in place of the doll. 

Biddy knew nothing, only she saw them going down 
toward the river, while Jane said, she had found little Lily 
putting on her cloak and looking pale; she returned no 
answer to her questions except to saj^ she was " going to 
find the lilies, and live with the ravens." 

" Beautiful child I" I ejaculated ; and then the term 
Father, she had applied to me, touched an unwonted chord 
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of tenderness. Yes, these were my children. Dear as the 
apple of my eye. I had grown in love, in intellect under 
their presence. I was more of a man, I had more respect 
for myself from my relation to them, I was no longer a 
dreamer. Yague, restless desires had given place to abso- 
lute achievement. I was preaching a new Gospel. 

These thoughts hurried through my mind as I prepared 
to go in search of the little ones. I went first to Bertha, 
in the hope they might have sought an asylum with her in 
their dread of being sent back to the Alms House. As I 
neared the house, I saw a tall dark figure enveloped in a 
cloak leaning against the bole of a tree, and his eye fixed 
upon the window of Bertha. At my approach he moved 
slowly away. A glance at the lattice showed that the 
light within was nothing more than what proceeded from 
the grate, and through the closely draped curtains might be 
seen the shadow of a person moving slowly to and fro in 
the room. I felt an indescribable pang as I observed these 
things. 

There was an air of mystery about John True, which, a1 
another time, might have attracted my attention. He did 
not ask me to enter, and when I stated my object he came 
out and closed the door softly behind him. 

" Miss Bertha is in trouble," he said, briefly. " I will go 
with you. Parson, and see if we can find these poor lambs." 

Deacon Hopkins planted his square figure to the shape 
of a pyramid, as if such a giant of a thought had got into 
his brain that he would be upset without such precaution. 
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" Mr. Helfenstein, that girl Lily, as ye call her, is capa- 
ble of doing it — she is, I tell you. She is a wonderfnl 
child ; and as to that Bill, why if she should tell him to 
walk straight into the fire, heM do it, he would." 

" What will she do ? speak out I" I cried, with an impa- 
tience I did not suppose I could feel; and here, let me 
confess, that lately I find myself far more energetic than I 
had supposed myself capable of being. I have felt from 
this course much more respect for myself, for I had fallen 
into that parchment kind of manner that belongs to our pro- 
fession, a sort of decorous mechanical move of the body ; an 
outside appearance of 'respectability, best described by Dr. 
Channing, as "poor but pious." Now, however, I had 
impulses and revulsions that were quite human. 

Deacon Hopkins thrust his hands deep into his pockets, 
and looked at me as if pleased with my impatience, and 
more pleased at some idea which he was coddling over in his 
own brain. 

" Speak, for heaven's sake," I cried, " and let us go and 
find the children." 

" La, parson, yes ; the bodies at least." 

" The bodies 1" I cried. 

" Why yes, they may be drowned before now." 

I confess, ghastly as the thought was, it did not seem 
improbable that Lily would conceive of it. 

" No," replied John True, " Lily will never think of domg 
such a thing. I have strange thoughts about that child. I 
sometimes think she was meant for some other world, and 




THE PARSONAGE OF BEECH OLEN. 139 

broQglit here by mistake. She is what Miss Bertha was"-^ 
bat he stopped suddenly, and moved in advance of the 
party. 

The neighbors were roused, and now my harshest opposers 
were ready to aid in the search, and ready in feelings of 
sympathy. The deacon and I hurried to the river, while 
others entered the woods, or went in the direction of the 
city. A white frost was upon the ground, and the new 
ploughed land crisped under our feet, in the icy cold. The 
leafless trees creaked and groaned in the gusty air, while the 
Uack river hurried on ; hurry, hurry, for the cataract was 
bdiow, and there was the revel of the waters. Every dash 
of foam looked to me like the sweet face of the beautiful 
Lily. Poor Willy I my thoughts were terribly painful in 
r^ard to him. Lily had power, buoyancy, individualism — 
child as she was — and her spirit would sustain her through 
any trial, but poor Willy was but emerging into a new life, 
and Lily was soul and intellect both, to him, and therefore 
his acts would only be the result of instinctive reverence for 
Lily, and from imitation. 

Oh, how long seemed the way as we wandered along the . 
river, in the cold midnight ? The rabbit, that had come 
from her burrow to sit in the moonlight, darted here and 
there ; and the sea-bird flew, with its solitary cry, over our 
heads, while the unceasing, never-tiring river, rolled on, till 
I felt as if it bore me al#Qf away, out into vast, unpeopled 
solitudes. Then, as a new sense of the danger to which the 
children were exposed, forced itself home, I hurried onward, 
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occasionally shoating their names, or replying to the calls 
of onr companions. 

The night wore on, and the moon was high and large, 
having a cold stare upon her face. She was lighting up 
damp, gloomy pools, or dangerous gorges into which we 
stumbled, and floundered about till I was totally exhausted. 
I was covered with mire, and wet with perspiration. I grew 
sick at heart, for the weather was so cold, I knew the child- 
ren must perish by the exposure. I heard the people return- 
ing to the village, and one by one hailed us, saying we could 
do no more till morning. The excitement was intense, and 
as I ascended the hill from the river, I could see people 
were going and coming from my house, which was in a blaze 
of light, candles having been placed at the windows, as a 
mark for the wanderers. As the day neared, there was a 
quicker stir of the wind, and the twigs and stubble of the 
field grew more crisp under the foot. 

" What's bred in the bone never'll come through the flesh,'' 
ejaculated the deacon, starting from a fit of reverie. " These 
children were bom of disorder, and I'm free to think, you 
wouldn't have made proper behaved people out of them. 
You see there's a touch of the devil always about sich." 

" Well, upon my soul, deacon, let me tell you, I do not 
see that they are the worse for it. Look at the children of 
the congregation, of the same age. Why, Lily is not to be 
named with them, and as to poor Willy, I believe much 
good was to come of him." 

I shuddered in spite of myself, to find I was involuntarily 




speaking of them in the past tense^ and I was at pains to go 
over the sentence again^ and correct this condition of the 
yerb, having a sort of superstitious feeling that I confirmed 
a destiny by accepting itv 

We had ascended a hill from the river^ which was covered 
with low pines, *' sem'per loquentes/^ through which the soft 
breeze stole along as if uttering a continuous dirge. In 
firont, the red light of the morning was already showing 
cheerily in the east ; a slight haze from the river, looked 
like a lovely incense rising to the All Giver; and, despite my 
anxiety, this aspect of beauty lightened its weight. Between 
us and the river margin was a deep gorge, holding a small 
recess in the rocks, called Nancy's Cave, where a melancholy 
Pariah passed many years in solitude. All at once a loud 
cry seemed to issue firom the ground at our feet, which was 
prolonged to a low wail terminated by the quick bark of a 
dog. I was on the point of rushing forward, with cries of 
delight, for there was no mistaking the voice of Willy, but 
the deacon held me back, and motioned me to be silent. 
Descending the bank cautiously, we were able to see into the 
caye, and the first object we beheld was Kate, with her hat 
pushed back from her head, upon which the morning light 
rested as if in love with its object. She looked a young 
Cassandra, glowing under the kisses of Apollo. However 
she had passed the long night, her head was erect, her eyes 
flashing, and her whole air exultant with inward life. '' Beau- 
tiful exceedingly," was the child. Willy, on the contrary, 
looked haggard and worn. His &ce was streaked with 
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tears, and ever and anon, he threw back his head and gave 
way to loud cries, aided and relieved by making the dog do 
his utmost at barking. 

" Fm hungry, Kate," we heard him say, preliminary to 
one of these outcries. When he was once more hushed, 
Kate said, in a very tragic little queen manner, — 

*' We shall be a great deal more hungry, dear Willy, but 
if you don't think about it you won't feel it ; and we shall 
die here as the babes in the woods died, and the robins will 
come and cover us with leaves." 

Willy made no other reply than another great scream, 
followed by a prolonged bark. I saw the deacon shut his 
eyes and change his attitude, and he whispered to me in a 
very emphatic manner :- 

" As true as I'm a deacon of the church of Christ, Par^ 
son, there's a third child, half naked, with them. * lake^ 
likes like '-^and I believe an angel of God is standing over 
LUy." 

I thought the manner of the child betrayed something of 
the kind, but I had not time to reply before a third party 
suddenly entered the cave. This was a huge, distorted 
being, whose low head and broad shoulders were naked. A 
mass of coarse hair depended from his chin, and mingled 
with that upon his head, back, and breast. His legs and 
arms were pretematurally long, and looked of great power. 
I recognized him as a wretched idiot I had often seen at the 
alms-house, who was familiarly called Tiger ; and, from his 
thieving propensities, as well as the dread entertained of his 



THfi PAfiSONAGfi OF B££cfl GL£:K. 143 

great physical powers, kept for the most part chained. He 
was the offspring of one of our richest merchants, and but 
for this propensity to purloin, had given early indications of 
genius. This hereditary tendency to thrift might have been 
turned into a legitimate channel, had not the father, by his 
severity, called prematurely into action the worst qualities 
of the boy — ^revenge and hatred. He had been thrown into 
a fever by the blows and cruelty of his parent, in consequence 
of a misdemeanor of the kind, and when but partially recov- 
ered he rose at midnight and fired the barn. The loss was 
great, and the father resorted to the usual mode of punish* 
ment. The boy, fevered, bewildered, made no resistance j 
bat he went forth to the light, taciturn, solitary, and at 
length a confirmed idiot. 

I have known of very many cases of this thieving quality 
developed in the families of the wealthy. It is the blossom- 
vng owt of the spirit of traffic. Thus does nature avenge her- 
self for the wrongs of men. 

No sooner had this miserable being perceived the children 
than he pounced upon them at once, tucking Kate under one 
arm and Willy under the other, much as the shepherd would 
carry two lambs found disabled after a sharp frost. We 
called out to the monster; we hurried forward to arrest 
him, but our speed was no match for him. He could leap 
chasms at a bound, up and down which we toiled with weary 
effort. Onward we went, the golden head of Lily tossed 
here and there, and Willy, it was evident, screaming his 
loudest, kicking, biting, striking — ^making the best use of 
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the many modes of defence which nature has afforded hef 
naked child. 

Tiger hurried on, not in the least impeded by his burden. 
Leaping ditches, striding fences, imperturbable as a machine ; 
sustaining a long shambling trot without any abatement. 
At length he neared the walls of the alms-house, at the gate 
of which he set up his inarticulate crieS) which were soon 
answered from within ; bttt Tiger, who had now got a taste 
of freedom, was not disposed to lose it so readily. Accord* 
ingly, haying landed the captives where he supposed they 
ought to be confined, he struck off hastily into the woods^ 
defying all pursuit. 

Giving the boy in charge of the Deacon, I took Lily in 
my own arms, and retraced our steps to the house. The 
poor child sobbed, put her cheek to mine, and slept. 
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CHAPTER XTIL 

2 classed, i^)|Mraising once, 
Slarth's lamentable sounds ; ihe well-a-day, 

The jarring yea and nay, 
The fall of kisses on unanswering clay, 
The sobbed farewell, the welcome moumfuller ; — 

But all did leaven the air 
With a less bitted leaven of sore de^air, 

Than these words-^" I loved «wce," 

E. R BBOWNIKGk 

Alas I whd gives love laws in misery ? 

Love is Love's law : Love but to love is tycd. 

Fletcheb. 

There is one pecnUarity of love that sometimes develops 
Itself in persons of great individualism, who never reach 
that climax ^hich precedes dotage, bat who are so happily 
organized that every year of their lives exhibits a marked 
^6#th over the pTeceding. I mean that, wherein not a 
revulsion takes place, but an out growth. The sentiment of 
Love, its passion, its divinity, remains unchanged in the indi- 
vidual, and yet the object ceases to be the idol of the shrine. 
Beautiful, attractive it may be, to another ; noble it may be 
in all attributes, yet the heart refoses to enshrine it: 

Oh God I what agony must this state produce to the 
ccHisdentiooB mind I How would it {Hray and test, aad 

7 
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call to the source of all love for light and help ! How it 
would reproach itself I how it would search into its ghostly 
chambers to see if any evil lurked within. How it would 
question of the stars, those ancient monitors to the pious 
life, to know if in their round they held any element, which 
they had now borne off into the trailings of the eternal, and 
thus have defrauded the once-loved object. How it would 
struggle to hide the consciousness ! and redouble its ten- 
derness, in the hope to lure back the emotion, and thus 
spare the pangs of such a knowledge from what had once 
been the beloved. Alas I alas 1 creation holds nothing that 
more strongly demands truth than the human heart ; nothing 
that more sternly tries every spirit to know what manner 
of spirit it is of. 

Miserable, most miserable those who find this state of 
life intervene in the marriage relation. God help them. 
They must drag on a life of solitude and despair, or seek in 
the pursuits of wealth, ambition, or philanthropy, a substi- 
tute for that love, which is the bread of life. 

But woman, true, pure, beautiful child of the spiritual, 
she may fold her wings over her chaste bosom, and renew 
her virgin life— she must do this, if she would not lose the 
whiteness of her soul ; if she would not be covered with the 
ashes, and sit a potsherd at the marriage altar. 

A woman forgives all things but the not loving. And so 
she should. In the world of love there is only Love ; 
ambition is not there, fame is not there, traffic is not 
there, pride is not there, vanity least of all there j only 
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Love. He famishes forth the sole inhabitant. Its only 
virtne, Love. Its only wealth, Love. Its only religion, 
Love. It is side by side vrith God, in a realm where there 
is only God — and God is Love. 

Woman will pardon all crimes, but a crime against Love. 
Man may steep his hands in crime, may be an outlaw 
amongst men, but the woman who loves him, will love on, 
for his crimes do not enter the shrine of her sanctuary. He 
is at issue with society and the world — ^not with her. 

Humanity knows no sex in the more intense aspects of 
emotion, and yet it has always seemed to me that the fervid 
language of Othello, at the supposed falsehood of Desde- 
mona, was more the utterance of a great-souled woman than 
that of a man. 

" Had it pleased Heaven 
To try me with affliction ; had he rained 
All kinds of sores and shames on my bare head ; 
Steeped me in poverty to the very lips ; 
Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes ; 
I should have found in some part of my soul 
A drop of patience ; but, alas I 
^There, where I had garnered up my heart — 



Where either I must live, or have no life 
The fountain from the which my current runs, 
Or else dries up ; to be discarded there!" 

Such has been the current of my thoughts since the strange 
scene I am about to describe. "^ 

The evening after the rescue of the children, I found my- 
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self oppressed by the multitude of my thoughts, till the over* 
shadowing roof seemed to oppress me, and gave me a sense 
bordering upon suffocation. I walked out into the woods, 
where I could breathe freely, and think without the hazard 
of losing the continuity of thought by anything extras 
neous ; for, indeed, the presence of Julia is not favorable to 
abstract speculation. Her swinmdng movements, at once 
graceful and feminine, with a slight rustle of muslin and silk ; 
the faintest hint of rose perfume, and a voice dove-like in 
tone ; brilliant eyes, yet soft and dreamy at times, and a 
smile so ready in its response to a genial look or word — all 
conspire to remind Ernest Helfenstein that sermon-writing 
is not the whole business of life. I foresee much of suffer^ 
ing for me in the future, but the present is so delicious I 
close my eyes and dream on. Yes, I — ^Ernest Helfenstein— 
timid dreamer that I am, I love this regal beauty. I close 
my eyes and revel in the memory of her faintest word or 
look of sympathy. I open my poor heart for the reception 
of a passion that will work me only misery. But the stars 
shine — shine on, cold and calm, nor heed the worshippers 
who bend nightly in their idolatry. 

Our little church of Beech Glen stands upon the borders 
of the wood. As I passed it, on my way home, the simple 
structure looked so lovely in the moonlight, that my heart 
yearned tenderly towards it, and I lifted the latch and 
entered, for we do not deal in bolts or bars at Beech Glen. 
We do nif remind men that a trespass m>ay he committed hy 
issvmg the prohibition. Closing the door after me, I entered 
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the bodj of the church, and walked up the solitary 
aisle. 

I ascended the steps of the pulpit. It seemed to me the 
house was peopled. Graj-haired m^ in quaint old gmr- 
ments, leaning upon oaken staves, walked along the aisles ; 
staid women, self-poised and matronlj, walked beside them, 
with queer, pinched bonnets, and decent kerchief. Chil- 
dren in breeches and buckles, and long waists, and high 
heels ; then military men in cocked hats. My predecessor 
in office came slowly up the passage, followed by a group 
bearing babes in long robes — ^bridal groups approached, and 
then the measured step of mourners, in sable garments. 
How long the vision lasted I know not. I was aroused by 
hearing a sigh so profound, that it must, according to the 
old superstition, have brought blood from the heart of the 
one who heaved it. 

Noiselessly I looked over the cushions of the pulpit into 
the body of the house. Against one of the columns, in the 
midst of a line of moonlight that streamed through the win* 
dow, I saw the outline of a standing figure. It was that of 
a woman. She threw her arms up, but very slowly^ as if 
from a great weight, and I heard her repeat : 

" Oh God I my God I" 

Under my breath I repeated the exclamation. It was 
Bertha. I had not seen her for some time past, and now I 
was shocked to observe that she was thin ; and, as the moon 
fell foil upon her face, she looked deathly pale. I was held 
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as by a spell, fearful to make the least movement lest I 
should alarm her, and filled also with the unmanly curiosity 
to see how this scene would end. Her head leaned against 
the column, thus presenting a profile sharply defined in the 
moonlight. Her hair was thrust back from her forehead 
as I had never seen it before, and I was astonished at the 
impression of magnitude which her head presented — ^feminine, 
beautiful, it certainly was ; but there was grandeur also, 
and that halo which I had before seen. 

Softly I heard the outer door of the church open and 
close, and a tall, handsome figure — ^the one I had seen under 
the window of Bertha — ^walked up the aisle. As he came 
nearer, I observed he had a peculiar firmness of tread, a 
shape robust but not heavy, and a profusion of crisp hair 
of a reddish brown, very dark. His movements were elastic, 
as if under pleasurable excitement. As he neared the pul- 
pit. Bertha slid to the other side of the column, and thus 
was hid from my view. The stranger repeated her name 
several times, and then seated himself in the chair of the 
altar. 

All this time I was amazed, it is true, but not a thought 
of evil on the part of Bertha crossed my mind. She was so 
true in every shade of life, outward as well as inward, that 
I could not distrust her. When, therefore, she stepped 
from the shadow of the column and confronted the stranger, 
I was curious only, not the least suspicious. The stranger 
made a r^id movement to rise, at which she lifted her hand 
and said : 
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Say what you will, Nathan UnderhiU, but keep thy sittmg." 
Kay, beautiful Bertha, thou must sit, and I wOl kneel 
at your feet." 

" Nathan, you must drop that tone, or I shaU not listen. 
I go, and we shall never meet again." 

" That cannot be, Bertha, we will never part again. I 
come here at your appointment, and for no other purpose." 

Bertha recoiled from his touch, and I saw her cold, statu- 
esque manner awed the man, and he retreated slightly ; and 
even then, so rapid is the action of the mind, all the plays 
which I had witnessed upon the stage, in early life — all the 
dramas in which licentious rufi&ans are represented in the 
revolting aspect of seizing profanely upon their terrified and 
disgusted victims, flashed before my mind, and I felt how 
false these delineations were ; how utterly at war with the 
best estimate of purity in woman, as well as repugnant to 
every element of good taste and public propriety. I thought 
how the several virtues must he all combined in woman, each as 

4 

a shield to its companion^ and then she is mightier than an 
armed m^n. Chastity may be so solitary, in the absence of 
all other womanly virtues, that it ceases to be worthy of the 
name. A woman whose only praise is, that she is immacu- 
lately chaste, cannot be virtuous in the true sense. She may 
have less virginity of soul than the poor unfortunate victim 
of a weak heart, whom she thrusts to the wayside as a cor- 
rupting presence. Let the cold, decorous wife and the 
scornful spinster remember this, and learn that a virtue even 
may degenerate into a vice. 



V 



« 
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While these thoughts coursed with electric speed through 
my mindy. I felt that Bertha — alaae, at that solitary hoar^ 
in that solitary place — ^filled the spot with a sense a& of a 
divine presence— an atmosphere of pure^ unapproachable 
divinity — and I could have kissed the hem of her garment 
with a prc^oHnd awe. 

^^Bertha^'' said the man, "for what purpose have yon 
brought me here, if not to renew our vows ? For what pur- 
pose, whea I have pleaded and implored for this meeting sa 
long t Surely jou do not cocne here to mock me J'^ 

** No, Sod forbid, Nathan UnderiulL'^ 

** My own true Bertha I'^ 

" No, Nathan, I am not thine. Bo net approach me — 
dare not approach me.''^ 

She now stood out in the full light, her head thrown up 
and her arm extended. I thought of a Fate. 

The man confronted her with an air of curiosity rather 
than awe. I observed a smile, even, was upon his lips. 

Bertha saw it also. "Nathan," she said, "I am not the 
timid, impressible girl you knew years ago. I am changed, 
body and soul." 

" Only to the more beautiful. On my soul, Bertha, I had 
not dreamed of the revelation you are to me. You are sub- * 
lime in your beauty and intellect. If I loved the girl, 1 
shall adore the woman." 

" Nathan, I will not hear this. I brought you to this 
hodse, BoHtary to all but God, that I may say what it has 
been in my heart to utter for years. A thousand times I 
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have said, I will talk once with Nathan, and then I shall be 
silent for ever." 

" Do not talk despondingly, beaatifol Bertha, I am come 
now to make you my wife." 

Why did the heart of Ernest sink down as if a terrible ice 
had fallen upon it I 

" Understand me, Nathan Underbill." 

** I understand you better than yon understand yourself. 
You love me, Bertha ; yes, you love me as you did in years 
past, when I madly cast, like the base Judean, a pearl away 
worth more than all his throne." 

" Nathan, I never loved you." 

A cold, derisive laugh resounded through the sacred edir 
fice, and it seemed to me that a crowd of imps repeated the 
laugh ; and then a host of demons took up the laugh, and 
rushed out into the black night, and a troop of devils joined 
in the chorus, and yet Bertha stood calm and pale, and the 
halo did not fade from above her head. 

" Never loved me. Bertha, when you were all but my 
wedded wife ?" 

** Silence, I tell thee, Nathan, I will not hear the repeti- 
tion. I can bear the memory of the past, but to hear it 
repeated would drive me mad." 

My head fell upon the cushions, and tears, the bitter tears 
of human agony, before the crushed idol of the heart, 
swelled my eyeballs as they fell. The stranger dropped 
upon his knees, and went on rapidly. 

" Bertha, I wronged you, in times past, but here on my 

1* 
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knees I swear I loved you better than life — than my own 
soul ; and I come to beg your forgiveness, and take you to 
my heart once more ; I am free now, beautiful Bertha, and 
I will devote my life to make you happy, to repair the 
wrong I did you." 

" This is well, Nathan, but it avails not. I can be no 
wife to thee." 

" You are my wife. Bertha ; in the presence of the angels 
of Gfod, you are my wife, whom I have never ceased to 
love." 

'^ I am no wife of thine, Nathan. And now that I am a 
mature woman, feeling my own power, feeling also the sanc- 
tities of womanhood, I thank God I am not bound to thee 
by any human laws." 

" The wrong you have suffered has embittered you against 
me, Bertha. But it shall be the study of my life to 
restore you to peace, and we shall yet be very happy. 
Nothing shall wound you further — ^no grief, nor shame, shall 
touch my beautiful wife." 

He attempted to take her hand, but Bertha shook her 
head, and withdrew so coldly, calmly, that even I was 
amazed. 

"Nathan, I have outgrown all this, I can be no more 
charmed at thy glozings." 

" You have loved another, you do love another," he cried 
almost fiercely. 

I thought I could see that Bertha blushed, and I listened 
breathless for a reply ; but she was silent, and he continued. 
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" You love this milk-sop of a Parson here, who turns his 
house into a foundling hospital?' My head went down 
behind the cushions, for I verily felt as if he knew of my 
presence ; and my face tingled, and my hands also, as to 
that, and they were ready to do unclerical duty. By this 
state of feeling I lost some words of Bertha, which, in 
truth, I did not wish to hear, for I had doubts whether she 
did not regard me much in the same light. I heard her 
say, " You must hear me, Nathan, and then we part, and 
for ever." 

** Bertha, there is not a spot of earth so secret, that it 
can hold you from me. I will not resign you — never — so 
help me God." 

There was a dead silence, and Bertha went on. 

" I was a child, with vague imaginings, and passionate 
dreamings. I was an ignorant child, a trusting child ; I had 
wept only fancied griefs, righted only imaginary wrongs. 
Truth, and honor, and love were sacred words to me. You 
came. You held me aloof from my girlish companions — 
boys who had shrined me in their young hearts were 
frowned aside. You brought stores of learning, poetry, 
eloquence. Still you did not talk love. You filled my life 
with yourself. The book I read, the blossom I held, the 
pet I caressed, the sentiment I quoted were all yours. You 
asked me to be your wife. I neither consented nor refused. 
You were twice my years, Nathan Underhill; had you 
reverenced me then — had you been wise for me then, God 
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himself could not meet the blessings I would now shower 
upon you." 

" Ah, Bertha, I was mad — selfishly, madly in love. Let 
my life now atone for all this. But tell me — ** 

" Nay, thou must hear me out. I was then ignorant of 
the world, precocious in thought, but ignorant in the 
nature of human emotions; a woman, a man, if you choose, 
in intellect, hut less than a child in knowledge of the heart. 
Pure as the purest lily, upon the pure waters, in the whole 
character of my soul. You, a Tnature ma/n, a fuU-kfuywing 
man, a calm, self-poised man — ^you came ; you find in the 
secluded valley, hid by old rocks, screened by deep woods, 
seen only by the cold stars, and the far-searching sunlight — 
you find a clear, noiseless fountain, and you cast bitter 
herbs therein, and convert that pure fountain into a bitter, 
boiling spring, tossing its wild waters, till God, in pity, 
rolled a great stone over it, and sealed it up for ever." 

The last words were pronounced scarcely above a whisper, 
and with a labored utterance as if the tears that she would 
not suffer to flow retreated to the throat, and choked her 
voice, and when she said " for ever," the walls of the little 
church took up the word, and carried it up to the eaves, and 
back to the columns, and made the thought of eternity 
grow longer and longer. 

" Forgive me. Bertha, forgive me," said the man in a 
trembling voice. "You have never said you forgive me, 
though I have implored a thousand times." 
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" No, Nathan. You left me — ^you would be gone but a 
week — it is ten years since then." 

" Now, hear me, Bertha. The fatal accident of fire and 
the wreck of the steamer I need not recount. My name 
appeared amongst the list of those who perished in the ill- 
fated vessel. A wild desire for freedom, a reckless love of 
adventure seized upon me. I knew you all believed me; 
dead. I could now go where I would, I might visit coun- 
tries unseen before ; I might revel, toil, be what I would, 
go and come at no will but my own. I was intoxicated 
with freedom ; I grew into a fierce love for liberty ; I was 
alone, irresponsible. I might do what I would and none 
would suffer disgrace or infamy through me. I exulted in 
my selfish, savage life. Beauty, wine, song — all were at my 
command. So much did this life change my appearance, 
combined also with my change of name, that I have been 
with my nearest, best friends without suspicion. Have been 
near you for weeks, and even played the lover with you, to 
be repulsed with scorn. Was it not. Bertha, that you 
cherished my memory ?" 

"We cherish what is pleasing to us, Nathan. Bitter 
memories need no cherishing." 

"We met in Italy, Bertha; your mature beauty, the 
calm, cold grace of your manner ; the force of your intel- 
lect ; the power of your poetic soul, that unutterable sibyl- 
line enchantment which lurks about you, and whose power you 
well know, made me again your worshipper. I was not 
alone in my intoxication of your beauty. The artistic, 



158 BERTH A AND LILY ; OR, 

enthusiastic children of the south, knelt to you as to an 
embodied muse, a reproduction of the Greek Aspasia, with 
the mystic power of a higher spiritualism. Oh, Bertha, 
how I gloried in you ! I saw you all serene, with so much 
to bewilder you, and thought I dwelt in your soul, a living 
presence. I made myself known, Bertha ; your words of 
cold deadly scorn are graven in lines of fire upon my 
memory. I hated you — scarcely could I forbear plunging a 
dagger into your breast." 

" Nathan Underhill forgets that he was then a husband." 

" Had it been otherwise, Bertha — ^had I appeared a free 
man, to claim you as my wife, say, should I have been less — 
less hateful to you ?" 

"Why did you leave your wild life, Nathan? why did 
you come back to order and society ?" 

" Ah, Bertha, God's laws are beyond our false endeavors. 
In the midst of my career I loathed it. I longed for the 
true and harmonious — ^for a being who should love me, 
confide in me, and whom I might foster, protect. I remem- 
bered a pale, passionless face, and marble lips, that cried, 
* Oh, that t(hday had never been P It was thine, Bertha, and 
it has half maddened me." 

" Now, Nathan, I forgive thee ;" and she laid her two 
hands upon his, and raised her eyes upward. " Let us part 
now, not in bitterness, Nathan. You say the laws of your 
own being brought you back to order, to society. These 
laws are all-powerful with me, and they separate me from 
thee, Nathan. Let us part." 
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*' We cannot part, Bertha, I c^not let yon go. I am a 
desolate man ; I have neither wife nor child, nor friend. I 
have but one hope ; that centres in you — ^but one ray of 
light; that emanates from you. Bertha, do not cast me 
from you." 

Bertha groaned heavily. 

" I love you not, Nathan — ^never loved you. Would to 
God we had never met." 

" Bertha, Bertha, I shall go mad ; I tell you the world is 
nothing without you. Our history in the past is unknown, 
your fair fame unscathed." 

Bertha recoiled visibly. " Nathan Underhill, there is no 
such thing as hiding the secrets of our lives. Furt virgins 
love me, but careless maidens avoid me. I am not one of 
them. Matrons feel instinctively that all mysteries are known 
to me. We cannot hide the evil of our lives. Spirit answer- 
eth to spirit, nerve to nerve, knowledge to knowledge. 
The vilest wretch who walks the pave, feels, as she passes 
the proud woman, against whom no tongue dare wag itself, 
that there is that in the eye, in the cheek, in the tone and 
look, which, if known, would sink her to infamy. The gross- 
est wretch who pollutes the air, feels the presence of the 
soul, the nerve akin to his own in spite of the sanctimonious 
exterior. Nathan, I have loathed and abhorred myself — I 
have fasted and prayed — I have called to the eternal ele- 
ments to annihilate the past and restore me to the lily white, 
the crystal purity, the centre of truth, side by side with 
those who walk in white, for they are worthy." 
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"Bury your griefs with me, angel, Bertha. I swear to 
yoa, God's holiest shall not be more sacred than I win 
hold you." 

" No, Nathan, had I loved you, it might have been other- 
wise ; love might have veiled this agony of remorse. Had 
you returned as you promised — had I been your legal wife, 
I know not how it had been. Now let us part." 

The man sank upon his knees and murmured — '^ Lost, lost, 
eternally lost !" Bertha sank upon hers also, beside him ; 
she passed her hands through her long hair, casting it 
wildly from her. She breathed deeply, and then, as if a full 
gush of inspiration rushed upon her, she seemed to lift her- 
self into eternal relations. She called to the Comforter ; 
she implored for the divine mother of God to pour a balm into 
the heart of her child. She cast herself at the feet of the 
Infinite with groanings that could not be uttered. The man 
answered groan for groan — ^he fell forward upon his face. 
Bertha lifted him, and a suppressed cry broke from her 

lips,— 
" My God, my God, he is dead 1" 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

She moved upon this earth a shape of brightness ; 

A power that from its objects scarcely drew 

One impolse of her being. Suelley. 

I SAW Bertha fall upon her face, and forgetful of all other 
considerations, I left my concealment. Before I reached the 
spot, I became aware of an object lying close to the floor, 
working its way towards her. I confess, a cold shudder 
passed over me, and my hair crawled like the snakes of the 
Gorgon — ^for I do not pretend to anything more than a moder- 
ate share of physical courage. Bat this did not prevent me 
from hastening forward to the protection of Bertha, let the 
hazard be what it might. I was not much relieved to find 
the strange object thus dragging itself onward, snake-like 
was Tiger, for it was uncertain what freak he might nex 
assume. He had evidently sought shelter in the little 
church from the cold air without, and had been attracted by 
the voices. I was relieved to feel that no one capable of 
carrying the secret forth to the light had been an auditor. 

I lifted Bertha in my arms — she was utterly insensible. 
A pool of blood was about the head of the unhappy man, 
showing that life was extinct. A thousand fears crossed 
my mind. The fair fame of Bertha would be perilled should 
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we meet any village loiterer on our way out. Then the 
dead body — the hour of night — my unusual movements at 
such time and place — all rushed upon my mind, and took 
the shape of myriads of imps, gesticulating and dancing, and 
exulting in my discomfiture. The whole universe looked — not 
like an arena, in the which pure harmony should preside, but 
seemed a great thoroughfare, in which human beings 
moved in the midst of pitfalls and dangers of every kind, 
which they must escape as best they might, while a thousand 
malicious demons kept ward and watch — ^lured them to the 
confines of evil, and when they fell, rushed out to overwhelm 
them with shame or remorse. The appalb'ng images of the 
Greek tragedy thronged upon me with vivid significancy. A 
blind, terrible fate, hedged in us, poor mortals, from which it 
was useless to hope for escape. To struggle was folly. The 
issues of life were in the pure soul, which was its own state, 
and external circumstances reached it not. I despaired of 
human approval, where men must judge by what they saw ; 
but I rushed out into an eternal and universal good, and 
thus received the impossible of evil to the soul, and the pos- 
sibility of evil in circumstance. 

On emerging from the church, I was glad to find John 
True standing in the shadow of the wall. He rushed forward 
with an angry gesture, and would have taken the insensible 
girl from my arms, had not the light of the moon revealed 
my features. 

" Parson Helfenstein I" he ejaculated with surprise. 

" Is she dead, John True, tell me if she is dead?" I whispered. 
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John bent over her. " God help you, poor child I God 
comfort you, poor lady I" he murmured. " No, she is not 
dead. I have seen her in this wise before." 

" Shall we carry her home ?" I whispered. 

" It is better not — I may speak out plainly, Parson — 
women is women, the world over. She will talk in her 
trance. I wouldn't like to have Defi' hear her. Women is 
women — ^they don't like to have their man think kindly of 
another woman." 

"Bertha is not to be talked of in this way," I said, 
annoyed at his words. 

" Only by women. A man knows her to be treated rever- 
ent-like, as if she was a saint," he replied. 

" I must go," said great, honest John True, fearful of his 
vixen wife. " I will come again when I can. You need 
not fear. Parson Helfenstein. She is with God now, but she 
will come back." He went to the door — came back — and 
stooped down suddenly to kiss the fold of her robe. I saw the 
tears were streaming from his eyes — as they were from mine 

I laid her upon the parlor sofa, bathed her temples, and 
forced a cordial between her lips, and yet she revived not. 
How peaceful she looked in her insensible sleep. The dark 
lashes of her eyes, which were uncommonly long, laid upon 
her cheek ; her masses of hair swept over her arms and fell 
over the sofa. I trembled as I unfastened the muslin from 
her throat, that her breathing might not be obstructed ; 
still she gave no token of life. I brought the light to her 
face. There was no breath — ^no motion — and yet a lovely 
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flush was upon her cheek. I dared not call Jnlia, for I 
feared that Bertha might utter something that might com- 
promise her when she should come to herself, and I could 
not have another mind to carry anj portion of her secret. 

I rubbed her hands, and blew the air into her face, all to 
no purpose. I remembered the lungs might be inflated by 
the breath, and stooped down to do so, when she opened her 
eyes ; but they did not rest upon me ; — ^they were riused 
upward with a look such as I had never seen in human 
eyes. She began to speak. A horror grew upon me. I 
was learning too much of this pure-souled woman. I dreaded 
to hear more. At length her words grew articulate. 

'^ Infinitude of holiness, wash me in a divine fount. The 
multitudinous seas cannot restore me to the soul without 
spot," and she clasped her hands in supplication. " Resolve 
me into the elements, O God, or take the stain out of my 
life. Is there no Lethe-wave for sin ? Virgin Mother of God, 
Mother without sin, pity thy child I" 

Great tears streamed from her eyes. She went on. 

"Light unapproachable and full of glory. They pre- 
sent me white robes. Me, Bertha, they crown with lilies. 
Me, miserable Bertha, they give the pure token of a white 
stone — ^me they offer pearly water to drink, from crystal 
fountains — ^me they call pure in heart — ^me. Bertha, bear- 
ing for years a great grief, they balm with a holy consolation." 

As she uttered these words — did my eyes deceive — no, 
no ; she rose visibly above the couch. Her face shone as 
if rays of light emanated from her person. Her hands were 
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white with an unearthly glow — her hair floated ont from her 
head, eyery hair distinct and beantifdl as a thread of gold» 
I heard a low, sweet sound of music, and I knew that every 
nerve of the angelic Beftha had become touched by strange 
melodies, and gave out audibly its response to the universal 
harmony. How long this period lasted, I know not. Ber* 
tha's folded hands were gently pressed together, and then 
spread outward and upward, and she said, in a clear, soft 
voice: 

" As seemeth unto thee good. Thy will in me,^^ and she 
rested once more as she had before done, with her eyes 
closed and no sign of life. I now knocked loudly at the 
door of Julia, and begged her to hasten below, for I feared 
Bertha had indeed departed in that beautiful vision, and that 
I sat only with the ashes that had once been Bertha. 

Julia gave a look of surprise at seeing her friend in the 
room, but when I said, " A great grief has come upon our 
friend," she was too well bred to be inquisitive, but has* 
tened to bestow those little womanly attentions which 
women know so well how to impart. 

All this time I seemed to see the body lying dead in the 
cold moonlight of the church. I felt the unearthly chill as 
the moon crept round and looked into one window and then 
into another, bringing out now a cold white hand, upon 
which a costly diamond shone, gleaming and flashing like 
t^e eyes of a gnome ; and now a cheek so pitifully still ; 
and now the large, handsome forehead ; and then slid over 
the stiffening limbs^ that had ceased their wearying pathway. 
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Yet in all how merciful was that pang that cat short the 
period of agony 1 There had been manhood there, power, 
passion, beauty* Even I felt the spell of his presence, and 
wondered not that the girl, Bertha, had been magnetized by 
his electric power. I thought were Ernest Helfenstein 
endowed with that grandeur of manly physique, would he 
be what he now is, the metaphysic dreamer, the pale spirit- 
ualist, the monkish anchorite ? Had the blood of Ernest 
Helfenstein poured the lava-torrent that flowed in the 
veins of Nathan TJnderhill would he have been the 
thinker, the unpretending teacher of a simple people? 
Would he not rather have converted the fervid visions, 
which now are borUj and die in the imagination, 
into a breathing life, filling his own cup with bitter 
drops, and perhaps invading the sanctuary of another. 
Weak coward that thou art, Ernest, thy virtue is but a low 
temperament, and in thy heart thou enviest those who are 
not so weak in their own esteem as to let "I dare not wait 
upon I would." No wonder the old monks applied the hair 
shirt and the rod to their burly, overfed shoulders ; it was a 
cheap way of atoning for their dull lives — I would resort 
to a like course, did I believe I could whip out of my soul 
every vestige of meanness. Yerily, I have thought a life so 
pure as mine is right worthy of heaven, and a pretty bright 
spot there also, but now I see I have no virtue at all. 
Ernest Helfenstein is but a milk sop — ^he is but a poor bun- 
dle of negatives — ^he has no courageous out-speaking and 
out-acting life. 
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Filled with the^e thoughts I had neared the church, feel- 
ing so much tenderness for Nathan TJnderhill that my 
heart yearned to him with a brotherly love. Then I 
thought of Bertha, and it seemed to me she was cruel to 
one who, erring, still loved so devotedly. Again the vision 
of the beautiful woman in her robe of rose color, and sprigs 
of gold, the radiant head, and the face screened as before, 
stood before me. Why can I not see the face ? Why is 
this image of beauty presented to me, and the face hidden ? 

Upon ascending the aisle, the body had disappeared. In- 
stantly it occurred to me that Tiger must be associated with 
this disappearance. From the instinct that induced him to 
carry the two children to the gates of the Alms House, I 
divined he would be likely to go there now, from a vague 
feeling, that whatever was in his path was a waif, that must 
be houselled there. Accordingly, I hastened in that direction. 
Poor Tiger had borne the body, as I had supposed, and then 
seated himself beside it, upon a heap of withered leaves. A 
beautiful intuition, (from whence came it ?) had induced him 
to. cover the face of the dead with a handkerchief, from his 
ppcket ; and there he sat, a huge, shaggy creature, rocking 
himself back and forth in the cold air, from an instinct com- 
mon to humanity, that the dead must be reverently guarded. 

As I approached, I saw the tears; great drops, were upon 
Tiger's face. He took my hand, and I shrank, I confess at 
the contact, and removing the covering, placed it upon the 
forehead of the dead ; then he raised the hand, and saw it fall 
heavily ; all the time looking into my face to see if I could 
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understand the dreadfal mystery. Poor Tiger was shivering 
with cold) and had evidently been long without food. I 
made lond knocks at the gate ; for the stars were fading in 
the east, and the cold) grey haze of the morning seemed 
ghastly to mC) falling upon the head of Nathan Underhill, 
there by the wayside lying, cut off in all his manly strength, 
in the perfection of his manly beanty, with no Mend to watch 
his body bnt this poor, outraged, outcast of our humanity 
He, so powerful in intellect and impulse, watched over by 
this creature, with the mere rudiments of manhood developed 
in him. 

Deacon Pettingal at length made his appearance, and the 
body was removed to an inner room. Tiger, who seemed 
quite passive, followed, watching every movement with an 
excited, and evidently, painfol curiosity. Once I was shocked 
at seeing him raise the hand to his mouth, and bite it with 
his teeth ; but he performed the same process upon his own, 
by which I saw he was endeavoring to solve what, to his 
mind, was a terrible mystery. Ah I our humanity is infi- 
nite, infinite I not finite. The greatness of its intuitions 
struggles outward, even when the physique is rock-ribbed 
and mountainous above it, as in this poor Caliban, this lower 
than Pan manifestation of us. 

I was able, by dint of signs, and various gesticulations id 
make Tiger understand that he must go and show us where 
he had found the body; and here again our inborn adjustment 
to the Truth, was shown me in a new form; for when Tiger 
at length comprehended what I meant, he stared his small, 
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fierce eyes at me in a way that would have betrayed my 
prior knowledge in the church at once, had he been able to 
frame his thought into words. But the deacon had no key 
to his manner, and therefore he did not regard it. At length 
I was able to induce Tiger to go with me ; and partly by 
going myself in the direction, and partly by following Tiger, 
we made our way directly to the church, where Tiger went 
through the process of describing the finding of the body, 
but to my horror he went through, also, a long pantomime, 
showing he knew of my presence in the pulpit, and the part 
taken by Bertha, so far as he had been able to compre*- 
hend it. 

Fortunately this was all lost upon the deacon, who regard- 
fXig it as a tiresome mummery, cut him short with a long, 
peremptory shout, as though he thought Tiger deaf. He 
attempted, at the same time, to seize upon him; but with a 
great bound. Tiger shook him off, and escaped from th>e 
church. 



8 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

The innocent sleep : 
81eep, that knits up the ravelled sleeve of carc^ 
The death of each day^s life, sore labor's bath, 
Balm of hurt minds« 

I^AKSFEARi!;. 

1 HAD slept little or ncme for two nights, except as I had 
done so thfe day subsequent to the restoration of the children, 
and the sensitiveness of my system to the light, made this 
repose unrefreshing ; as the lighHf, I am confident, penetrates 
the system, by other avenites besides the eyes. Now I sank 
down upon the sofa, so nearly exhausted that I could only 
learn that Bertha slept, and the children slept also ; when 
my thoughts assumed that misty, far-off character, preceding 
the oblivion of the senses. Then I was conscious of a slight 
movement ; the light disappeared softly, and a refreshing 
shade let down, as it were, my excited nerves. I knew that 
Julia had come to attend to my comfort; that she had closed 
the shutters, and made me feel as if I were walking in some 
calm, cool valley, meditative and tranquil. Then a light 
fleecy substance seemed to lie very softly upon me, and I 
knew that Julia had laid her velvet cloak, with its lining of 
swan's down upon my shoulders. Still I could not speak, 
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80 benumbed was I ; bat a sweety delicious consciousness of a 
rose-enchanted yale^ melodies and perfumes exquisite, and 
shapes beautiful, stole over me, and I slept. 

Ah I so beautiful is sleep — so life-giying I She takes us 
from the world, from which we have received rough usage ; 
blows that fall heavilj upon soul and body ; toil, grievous 
to spirit Mid flesh ; uses unholy, because ungenial ; contacts 
repugnant and wearisome ; passions that ennoble or mislead ; 
affections bleeding in their intensity, and with an opiate 
touch, a loving, fMiherly touchy she lays us prone in for* 
getfuluess. Or, if it be possible, she does more than this : 
She caresses the worn faculties to oblivion, and keeps awake 
those that else might be dwarfed by inactivity. Beautiful 
sleep I When the good Father fashioned us with such nice 
and wondrous calculation of adjustment, not the least won* 
derful is this goodness of His, in giving us to thy keepiug, 
ia appomting thee nurse to the cMld-man. 

Ah, sleep I beautiful sleep I if thus thou art to us a 
tender mother, timely and fair-serving, how much more 
lovely must be thy child. Death I If thou art able to take 
us, world-wearied, and canst so balm, refresh, recreate, that 
we rist daily with new life, how much more grateful will 
be l^t ministry of death — that shall anoint the spirit to 
a new waking I How downy seem the shadows that veil thy 
faoe, and the repose that thou shalt bring after life's weari'^ 
some pilgrimage I Beautiful Death I more beautiful than 
sleep, for sleep restores again to the oft-repeated struggle— 
the recurring ai^uidi. But thou I thou wilt reveal the 
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Unseen, because etei*nal. Thou wilt restore, not to the old 
anguish, but to the divine peace— the serene beatitude-*- 
the pure good which is at the bottom of all this discord-— 
whici is the meaning of all this yearning-— the spirit of all 
this letter of groans and tears, by which the soul testifier 
its abhorrence of evU; its right to the perfect ; its response 
to the beautiful. Therefore, Oh Death, with but a wing 
closing the portal that separates two worlds, I bless thy 
beautiful ministry, and fold myself to the arms of thy parent, 
Sleep, till such time as she will lay me in thy bosom, an over- 
wearied, but trusting child. 

Beautiful Death I Thou art but a period— a check in the 
one aspect, a revelator in another. I look to the heavens— 
thou art not there. Matter goes on with its laws of eter* 
nal import. Stars and constellations grow dim in their 
courses, but only because they belong to relations universal. 
Those that shone on the solitary studies of the Magi are 
now no longer visible, having passed to other spheres. The 
Pleiad — ^lost beauty of night's coronal— has but gone to 
other skies, taken, it may be, another shape, yet a Pleiad 
still. The earth struggles for the beautiful, and calls to all 
the elements to crown her with glory ; and the tree and the 
blossom come, and the water gives the lily and the rainbow, 
as its nearest response to the call. The mountain shames 
the dull plain, and the rivers become harpstrings to the 
cathedral hymn of many Waters, and then man rises to per- 
fect and interpret this great soul of beauty. Nature is now 
content ; for with man came Death, the ultimate of change, 
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and she felt now she was no isolated creation, bat linked to 
the eternal AU-Beautifol. 

I slept, after the excitements through which I had passed, 
and a most lovely vision was revealed to me. I know not 
why these visions should come to me, for my actual of life 
is so inferior to my ideal of it, that I look upon myself 
mostly as a poor representative of a man, and poorer still 
as a representative of the spiritual relation, such as a priest 
should be. A priest should be no less a prophet than a priest. 
He should go from place to place, and gather his disciples 
about him, as in the olden time. What an anomaly a mar- 
ried prophet would seem! Who would think of Elijah 
ascending his fiery chariot with a wife and children in train ? 
St. Paul did well not to marry. He could ignore partial 
relations, because he wa« more intimately associated with 
those that are universal. 

The present is the play-ground of chOdren. The past is 
the elysium of the dullard ; the future belongs to the prophet. 
He comprises the past. He has come up through the ages — 
a hahe of a thousand years — ^nerve and brain, sense and 
reason — not of to-day only, but holding the past and look- 
ing into the future. He is as gold seven times refined in the 
furnace. He has been evolved from the finest models of the 
race, the whole of whose past experience of many genera- 
tions is mapped upon the chambers of his delicate, sensuous 
organism; every fibre, every globule of which is an alphabet 
to the world of human science, and thus he reads through a 
fine instinct, bom with him, what others learn by experience, 
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observation, and books. Blood has done for him what 
teaching does for others. Hence he approximates to the 
prophet, who is able to discern him. 

The clergyman is what his name implies. He is a man of 
and for the clergy. He belongs to a system^ — ^is paid to 
uphold it, and he feels bound to do this even if not in accor- 
dance with his own convictions. To preach is his profession. 
To pray is his profession. He does so more or less mecha- 
nically. He cannot well avoid it. A recurrence of certain 
forms, a return of certain periods devoted to fixed purposes, 
readily establishes habits in the mind; and words of habit, 
and feelings of habit, tones of habit, gestures of habit, rea- 
dily ensue, and the man is a dead man. For your man of 
routine, of habit, is dead in the very worst sense. He is the 
modem mummy galvanized^swathed, bandaged, lettered 
into shape. In the resurrection he will come np in a per- 
fectly decorous and respectable manner, with no flying robes, 
no falling mantle like that of the psophet, by means of 
which the waters will be divided, and a great work done 
when he has ceased on earth. 

Honor to the clergyman, the minister, as our good Purl- 
tans called him. He is essential to the great system of 
society now existing. He is a check to much that is evil 
amongst us. Much of our sacred necessities are wisely in 
his keeping. In modem days he is nearer to man than the 
ancient priest. He goes out and in more readily, and has 
nearer sympathies with him. He is nearer to him in all 
qualities — even in that of thrift — ^in a system where every- 
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thing is brought to the level of traffic, from the vows at 
the marriage altar to the offering upon God's, from religion 
and justice down to wood and coal, and bread and meat — all 
is reduced to the level of traffic. 

Where religion is thus systematized it must lose much in 
apparent sanctity, and the clergyman loses also that 
freedom of receptiveness, which is the great privilege of 
manhood. His lost freedom he may regret or not as his 
nature is large or small ; but he must make up his mind to 
reject salary, or reject truth. The prophet could by no 
means be bound to officiate so much per week for so much 
per cent. — to marry couples at so much per brace, and bury 
the dead at so much per head. No ; this is the paid work 
of the clergyman, and properly so. It is a part of the 
social labor which he is appointed to perform. Let him 
marry, then, and go pompously into gorgeous pulpits, and 
preach fine spun paragraphs to rich and respectable commu- 
nities ; but let him not overrate his stewardship — ^he is no 
interpreter of oracles, no revealer of sacred mysteries, but a 
plain teacher of one branch of human science as the school- 
master is a teacher of many. The prophet stands upon 
higher grounds. He should go up into a mountain as Jesus 
went ; he should enter a ship and teach the people by the 
seaside ; he should stand in the Portico as the ancient phi- 
losophers stood, and go from city to city unencumbered, 
and sow broad-cast the truths he has received. He can be 
ho expounder of second-hand dogmas ; for he drinks from 
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the fountain head of Truth ; and the temple made without 
hands is the fit temple in which he worships. 

I thought it was night — a dark stormy night — with heavy 
thunder and lightning. I am always much affected by 
thunder storms, and so I thought, in my sleep, it was the 
game ;. and I looked to the sky to see from what direction 
the storm came. When I saw that one half of the heavens 
was covered with a dense, black cloud,, from whence livid 
flashes of lightning proceeded^ while the other half was 
entirely clear, I thought I turned my back to this black 
cloud, saying to myself, " / will accept only the heautifulP 
Suddenly it seemed to me I saw a most magnificent crown in 
tfee heavenSy composed of stars, so brilliant and so exqui- 
sitely arranged that nothing could be more resplendent. 
While I gazed at this beautiful object, a vista in the scene 
opened, and I beheld a landscape of ravishing beauty ; 
Vines intermingled with trellises of marble. Waters over 
vases of crystal, overhung with flowers. Light, at once 
clear and warm, a golden tinge as or powdered gold steep- 
ing all things in a soft ra4iance — and a voice, which I often 
hear, the same that used to syllable my name in childhood, 
whispered : — 

" What thin partitions soul from sense divide," and the 
vista closed, leaving me a gleam of vines and arabesque 
tracery above, what seemed an intervening portal, and I 

» 

awoke to the sound of music. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

A child most infantile, 

Yet wandering far beyond that innocent age, 

In all bat its sweet looks and mien divine. 

Shelley. 

When- Deacon Hopkins and I neared home with the 
children, we followed the crowd which was making its way 
into the hall of my house. The kitchen door was wide open, 
and a great fire upon the hearth, and Jane's invariable 
boiler and tub in full blast. Indeed poor Jane was never 
more regally inclined. She declaimed between her tears 
and the intervals of lading water for her tub with an 
unction never known before. It was observed that Lily 
was despatched in a paragraph, " Well, Lily was an angel, 
and when you've said that, you've said all we know about 
'em ; but as for Willy, he'd wheedle so for cakes, he'd 
blubber so when he couldn't have his own way. Goodness 
gracious, how that boy'd use his heels I I never saw the 
beat of him for running ; and a young colt couldn't match 
him for a kick. Many's the time he's hit me a dig with 
that little hard fist of his'n, and then he'd bolt before you 
could say, Jack Bobinson. But I'd watch for him ; I'd get 
behind the door and grab him, as he dodged by, and then 
give it to him some ; he fighting all the time like mad. 

8* 
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The kitchen wss all alire with his pranks. He ner^ lied 
after he knew what it meant ; bat he'd a deal to learn, and 
he owed a s{»te to the Pettingals that I nerer saw the like 
in mj bom dajs — had he lived, Fm boond to beliere he'd & 
done something to 'em onpleasant." 

Her harangoe was cat short bj the entrance of thf 
Deacon, with the svbject of her discoorse lying like a rag 
over his shonlder. Jane abandoned her tab with a 
rash, and seizing npon Willj, she planged him np to the 
middle into the hot water, and seating herself beside 
him, she began to rock back and forth, bagging aiKd 
kissing and stroking the face of the child in a manner qnite 
affecting. Willy gave one of his loadest screams as be felt 
the hot water, bat eyentaally it seemed to soothe him, and 
he yielded passively to the kisses of poor Jane, who called 
loudly for slices of bread and meat with which she fairly 
crammed his mouth, pouring a tumbler of milk in part into 
his mouth, and in part into his bosom, till the child fairly 
dropped to sleep with his mouth half fiUed. Jane so com- 
pletely claimed him as her perquisite that it was useless to 
interfere, and we let her manage it all in her own way. 

Lily, on the contrary, did not awake. She was laid 
softly in her little bed with the light shut out, and she slept, 
scarcely without motion, through twelve long hours. Then 
she arose flresh, and fair, and as well as ever. She had 
taken no cold, and seemed not to have suffered in the least 
by her exposure. 

I sat in my library, wondering how lily would deport 
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herself opoo awakii^ — ^what she would say, and at a los^s to 
diTine — ^when the door opened a brief space, and a heap of 
golden carls appeared, and then a white forehead, and a pair 
of thoughtful ^yes, and then two roguish lips, that didn't 
seem at all to belong to the eyes. I held out my hand, and 
Lily bounded to my arms, as she had nerer done before. 
She kissed my cheek — ^both chee]{:s — and then was upon her 
feet again, her eyes full of tears, but a smile still about her 
mouth. 

" Have I been very naughty ?" she asked, dropping Iwr 
pretty head so as to look up through her long eye lashes. 

" Yes, child, naughty because you did not trust my love." 

Lily's tears were now in full flow, and she put her head 
upon my shoulder and sobbed violently. " I love you, Lily, 
you are a dear, beautiful child ; my child thou shalt be, dear 
Lily. Do not weep," I continued, for it was wonderful how 
paternal I grew, and how paternal language came to my lips. 

Lily put her lips to my ears and said, " I have something to 
say," as well as she could utter these few words for weeping. 

" Speak, dearest, angel child, for, Lily, you are the angel 
of Beech Glen." 

Lily whispered, " If I had only a father, or a mother to 
kiss me, and call me daughter Lily I Oh 1 Mr. Helfenstein, 
I have watched the birds, and they feed and love the little 
young birds till they are able to fly ; and the pretty lilies 
are hid by the leaves till they are full lilies. Why do I 
have no father nor mother to love me ? Why do children 
shun me and Willy ?" 
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" Call me father, will you not, dear Lily ?'' I said, unable 
to reply to her questionings. 

" May I call you father ?" said the child, starting back- 
ward, and looking into my face. * 

" You shall be my daughter, Lily. Call me father, you 
and Willy." 

The child drew to my side once more, she put her two 
hands crossed upon my shoulder, and then her heaps of curls 
touched my cheek as she laid her head down, weeping softly, 
like a plant opening its petals, and thus letting fall the dew 
from the bud. 

" Lily, my own beautiful child," I cried, " a creature of 
my own flesh and blood might not be half so lovely as thou 
art. I will be thy father, thy friend. Forget all that is 
past — ^it did not belong to thee. Suffering, and poverty, and 
neglect, and cruelty, could not touch the true Lily." Now 
Lily was my child, and I raised her in my arms and held her 
to my heart ; my tears falling upon her golden hair. 

" Papa, dear, dear father," cried the child, " when I am 
an angel in heaven, as I shall be, I will learn the song of the 
child angel, and sing it to you. I will fly up to God and 
ask him for a new glory to be only yours, and I will ask 
him to take away my soul if it will make you happier." 

" Stop I Lily, stop I you make me so happy, I am weeping 
now." 

Lily kissed my cheek, my eyes — and then she smiled, and 
then she wept and shook her beautiful head, and she laughed 
as she saw the drops of tears upon my shoulder ; and then 
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she gave one of those looks peculiar to herself, that flash out 
as if she had a little myriad of souls hidden behind the every 
day soul, that struggled outward for a look ; and then Lily 
sank upon her knees, and bent her pretty head over her 
clasped hands. She did not speak, but the gesture said 
plainer than words, " Bless me, my father 1 " and never did 
a more heartfelt benediction fall from human lips, than I 
pronounced upon this wonderful child. 

Oh I sacred seemed Lily, as well as beautiful, with her 
exquisite sensibilities, and her pure instincts. Goethe's 
Mignon was a rare creature of poetry and romance, a fair 
child of beauty and passion, and I thought of Mignon as 
Lily arose and leaned against my bosom. But Lily was 

not Mignon she was no impassioned earth-child ^no 

seedling of a Cleopatra — ^but she was Aspasia, and Sap- 
pho, and Cleopatra, seven times refined. She often has 
a look that startles me, from its singular resemblance to 
some person or painting which I have seen ; but before I 
can think whose, or what it is, the face has undergone so 
many changes, that it is hopeless to recall it. 

In all her kisses, I observed Lily never kissed my lips. 
She had the loveliest way in the world' of putting her little 
hand to my cheek and pressing her lips to the other. I 
have never put mine to those of the child, and I do believe 
I should do an unclerical deed by knocking down the man 
who should presume to do so. I do not believe Prospero 
ever kissed the lips of the exquisite Miranda. Lily is my 
Miranda — ^my pearl — ^my Lily. How I shall reverence her 
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beautiful nature. How sacredly will I guard every aspect 
of her being. I will make her all noble also. LUy shall 
have no waste power. She shall have space to he what God 
designed her. He has given her beauty and taste. A soul 
and body rejecting all that is ungraceful, and I will help her 
to learning — to all culture that shall aid the completion of 
this exquisite creation. She shall be an artist, an orator, 
a ruler, or simple Kate, just as her faculties impel. I will 
not dare limit what God has made limitless. 

Willy, after his night of adventure, was restless and 
fevered, and for many days we kept him on a diet lower 
than w^s pleasing to him. Jane stood ready with her cakes 
and starts, fully expecting him to coax and wheedle her for 
these dainties, and then she would smuggle them into his 
possession in spite of the prohibition. She was greatly 
affected to find the boy not only patient, but absolutely 
refusing to take them. She wept incessantly, and declared 
that Lily was not an angel to be compared to him. She 
told me, in a sort of confidential way, to prepare myself to 
part with him, for, she added, " Lily is tough, she hasn't any 
feeling, but poor Bill has a heart that reaches to his fingers 
and toes. Goodness gracious ! the father and mother of 
that boy ought to be tied to the heels of wild horses and 
dragged to death, for leaving him in the way they did." 

True enough, the child was very still and thoughtful, and 
seemed only happy when Kate sat beside him with her book 
or doll, when he would watch her every movement and 
ask her innumerable questions. These wore not; asked 
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rapidly, bat long pauses between, and some tears also. It 
seemed to me that I could see the whole workmg of the life 
within the child. Attributes of character, that might have 
been dormant forever but for me, were gradually unfolding 
within him ; and tender sensibilities, that might have been 
lost under coarse, brutal instincts, revealed themselves daOy 
before me, and showed how mysterious and sacred should 
our humanity be to each other. 

The surprise and agony of Own whien he cried, "Am I my 
brother's keeper ?" must have originated in the perception 
of life in some mystic sense, which he was made suddenly to 
comprehend. We are all keepers, in some sense, of each 
other, and the man or woman who does not infuse a newer 
and better life into those about them, has been false to 
human trust. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

Let those have night, that inly love to immure 

Their cloistered crimes and sin secure ; 
Let those have night, that blush to let men know 

The baseness they ne'er blush to do ; 
Let those have night, that love to have a nap, 

And loll in ignorance^s lap ; 
Let those whose eyes, like owls', abhor the light ; 

Let those have night, that love the night / 
Sweet Phosphor bring the day. 

Francis Quables. 

It did not much alarm me when twenty-four hours 
elapsed, and Bertha gave no sign of consciousness, for 
I perceived that the spiritual mechanism was in active 
force, and it was of little moment that the overwrought 
body slumbered in quiescence. But as time wore on, 
and her breathing became less and less perceptible, I 
yielded to the wish of Julia, and called in Doctor Boneset, 
the principle physician of Beech Glen. I observed Julia 
looked on quite composed as the Doctor, who was a little, 
abrupt-speaking, good-natured man, felt the pulse, and 
questioned rapidly. 

** Soft pulse, skin slightly moist, some great shock to the 
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nerves. How long has she been in this way V' at the same 
time lifting the lids of the eyes. 

" Twenty-four hours," replied Julia, placing her jewelled 
fingers over the lids. Strange how calm these women are. 
I could not bear to see Julia do this in so mechanical a 
manner. 

*' Twenty-four hours, aye I" mused the Doctor, thrusting 
his hands into his trowsers pockets, and raising himself upon 
his heels. " Terrible shock I she's most gone, aye I" and he 
looked round. "No use to bleed — ^blood wouldn't flow; 
hands not cold much. Yery strange case. Why didn't 
you send before ?" 

He held her hand in his, mechanically, and I saw how the 
blue veins were shrunk, and the whole color of life had dis- 
appeared. Julia stooped down and kissed the pale brow, 
and as she did bo, she left a tear in its place, which she 
wiped off with her lace handkerchief. My heart beat quick 
at the sight of that tear. 

" Can we do nothing, Doctor ?" she asked in a low voicr 

The Doctor applied hartshorn to the nose and felt of the 
feet, and raised up the Ijand, and held it to the lamp, where 
the light shone through the wax-like finger with a faint, 
ruddy hue. All this time, I confess, I was annoyed ; I, a 
sensitive bachelor, who had scarcely in my life touched the 
hand of a woman. I marvelled at the Indifference of this 
man of patches and pills, who moved about the beautiful 
form as if it had been of wood; and I inwardly vowed, 
that no doctor should ever touch wife of mine ; my uneasi- 
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ness was at its climax when the Doctor opened her muslin, 
and laid his red fat hand over the region of the heart. 
Jalia restored the robe to its place, but did not seem at all 
shocked. She put a little water upon the lips of Bertha, 
and bathed her temples with the Bame. I felt all this time I 
was weak and unreasonable, but my instincts would assert 
themselves, and I wished a woman had stood in the place of 
the good, harmless Doctor Boneset, who went about the 
room, thrusting his hands into his pockets, and sticking out 
his little short legs here and there, totally unconscious of 
my annoyance. 

" What brought it on," he at length asked, after having 
gone through with aU these preliminaries. This was a ques- 
tion I could not well answer, and I simply replied she had 
been talking earnestly, and suddenly fainted. 

The Doctor made another application over the region of the 
heart, and I felt actually sheepish with my disaffection, and 
the necessity of concealing it. On my soul, I believe women 
like to be ministered to by men in this way, or the practice 
wouldn't have lasted up to our time. 

" 'Tisn't catalepsy," he said, raising the arm, and observing 
it fall to its former position, " Can't be roused — ^too far gone, 
and yet — the heart beats regular, and the forehead is moist," 
at the same time, laying his red hand over this beautiful seat 
of the soul. The Doctor now called for mustard and prepared 
plasters, which were to be applied to the feet and tb© 
Btomftch, and then took his leave. 

It was soon noised in Beech Glen that Bertha was Ijong 
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in what the pe<^K belieyed a trance, and proffers of aid, 
and calls of interest or coriositj filled the parsonage with 
visitors. Jnlia met all with the utmost sweetness. I nrged 
her at length to retire, and sat myself in the room all night ; 
for I dreaded that coarse hands and eyes of mere cariosity 
should do their ministry upon . this, to me, angelic woman. 
Mrs. Hopkins was to occupy the position of nurse, and I 
obseryed she took a large arm-chair, which she had wheeled 
to the bed-side, and having placed her two feet upon a foot- 
stool, she rolled her head from side to side, till it was quite 
at ease, upon the cushions of the chair, and her deep, regu- 
lar breathing soon told of " nature's sweet restorer, bahny 
sleep." 

Jane had left a roast turkey and pies, and coffee, duly 
prepared upon the table in the dining room. Suddenly I 
was roused from a deep reverie, by hearing a movement of 
the dishes upon the table. Opening the door softly, I caught 
a glimpse of Tiger hurrying out with the whole turkey in 
his hands, together with other viands. I hastened forward, 
but the poor wretch, uttering his incoherent gibberish, pushed 
me back, and hastily clearing the door, disappeared. Upon 
looking about, I found a dead rabbit and a chicken lying 
upon the platter, which he had evidently left as a sort of 
exchange. 

As midnight approached, I thought Bertha grew paler, 
and I took her hand in mine, and sat upon the side of the 
bed, looking upon her placid face ; when the door opened, 
and I saw again the child angel, leading inthe sleeping Lily, 
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in her pretty night gear. She crawled into the bed, and 
laid her arm softly over the bosom of Bertha. Nearer and 
nearer did the beautiful child draw to the face of the sleeper, 
till their lips nearly touched. And thus they lay, hour after 
hour ; and I sat by, weeping, and praying that the good 
Bertha might return to us. 

" Bertha, my Bertha ^^^ I cried, " do not leave me," and I 
pressed my lips to her hand, and gazed into the lifeless face. 
And now I perceived a change. A faint glow stole to her 
cheek — a soft rose hue — and under the pressure of my fingers 
grew bright, crimson spots, lovely as rubies, and the lips 
were moist and red. But Lily, sweet Lily, grew momenta- 
rily paler. Every shade of color forsook her face, and her 
breath came deep and labored. I raised her in my arms, 
and she awoke with a deep sigh. She looked about with a 
gentle bewilderment, and then casting her eyes upon Bertha, 
called htr hy a sweety heautifvl namt^ which, when I could 
not pronounce, I asked her to repeat ; but she would not do 
so. This reminded me of what has more than once happened 
to myself in dreams, where I seem to be called by an appel- 
lation, which always eludes my waking memory. But Lily 
did not entirely awake, and was soon fast asleep in my 
arms. 

I gathered the little figure to my bosom, and wrapped it 
warmly in my cloak, and thus I sat, listening to the soft 
breath ; and conscious of a strange delight, when the child 
slightly turned and put one arm over my shoulder. How 
long I remained in this position, I know not ; bbt . when I 
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next glanced at Bertha, she had raised herself in bed, and 
Was looking intently at me. To my surprise, she seemed 
entirely collected, and though very pale, her eyes were pre* 
ternaturally bright. Altogether, she seemed so fair — so 
unearthly in her loveliness — that I was not surprised to see 
a halo around her head, and faint rays from the ends of her 
fingers. She reminded me of a form I had once befbre seen— 
a blind girl. When she spoke, her voice was like a clear 
chord of music. 

" Ernest, put the child away ; 1 would speak with thee.'^ 

I pointed to the Deaconess, as if to impose caution, for my 
mind divined what would be the purport of her words. 

" Poor woman I she will not hear us. She is intermin- 
gled with chaos and black night, and there is no divine light 
Vouchsafed her from sleep-land ; therefore I may speak." 

I carried Kate back to her little bed, and returned to 
Bertha, who pointed to a glass of water, which, when I pre^ 
sen ted, she looked upon with a clear smile. " I will give 
them to drink of living waters," she murmured, and raised 
the glass to her lips, then returning it to me, she said :— 

" Ernest, have I slept long ?" 

" More than a day and a night," I replied. 

" How came I here ?" 

I could not bear this questioning, and I knelt down and 
6aid, in a low voice, " Bertha, I was in the church — I heard 
all, and brought yott here in my arms." 

"Now God be praised," she replied, calmly. "Ernest, 
you are not brave, but you are true. Ernest, I have over- 
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stepped partial relations. I see life and its porposes, from a 
stand-point of truth, such as was never before revealed to 
me. I have bathed in light ineffable— I have listened to 
hidden oracles. My vision is now clear, and a calm so 
heavenly fills my whole soul, that I shall be as one who has 
tasted of the resurrection to eternal life in all time to come. 
Nay, do not speak, Ernest, I see all you would say. The 
dead man must be carried back to the little church, and we 
will do him honor in so far as we may. Ernest, I did not 
love him, but I have suffered agonies of remorse because I 
could not do so. Now I see it was well — ^now I am con- 
tent ; but now, also, I see how and why he so clung to me, 
as if his soul claimed mine as a guaranty of his own immor- 
tality. Ernest, every man is, in some way, his brother's 
keeper, and every woman must a/nswer before God for the 
BouL of some man, I may never be linked in aught to 
Nathan Underhill, hiLt far off^ amid eternal aspects^ were 
threads which ^passed through my fmgers, and to these he 
clung. Thank God, I have been no wilful deluding woman, 
purposely snaring him, from a weak, wicked vanity. Now 
waken the good woman, and I will arise." 

I did her bidding passively as a child. Great was the 
consternation of the good Mrs. H(^kins to find she had 
slept at her post. She took me aside to question closely 
as to the moment of the waking of Bertha, and as to her 
appearance, and what she had first spoken. I narrated 
what was essential for her to know as briefly as possible ; 
told her of the few words uttered over the glass of water, 
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which seemed to supply a brief hint of the mystical. Mrs. 
Hopkins fixed her round eyes upon my face, and I saw they 
grew rounder and rounder, as her own imagination filled up 
the chinks in my disjomted narrative. Subsequently, I 
heard that Bertha had raised herself in bed amid shouts of 
alleluiahs, and the period of sleep grew to be extended to 
three days. It was reported also that her whole skin had 
turned blue, and that sparks were evolred from her person 
like those from an electric machine. It was said moreover 
that she talked many hours in an unknown tongue, and 
was heard to converse with Moses ajid Elias. So it is 
that a subject grows as it extends through human channels. 

In regard to Bertha, I may as well anticipate so far as to 
say, that from this perio J she partook of no more flesh- 
She was fond of fruits, the grape especially,, but took no 
wine. I think her cheek was .slightly paler, but her health 
was no way impaired. I observed also, that her figure 
grew a trifle more full ; her voice lower and richer in tone ; 
and somehow Bertha, so noble, so divested of all selfism, 
grew to be 4ptBy more beautiful ; more entirely adjusted to 
life, and its pure ofl&ces« It seemed to me that without 
Bertha, the world would have lacked a harmony. She 
would have been missed like a star gone out in the heavens, 
or rather there would hfive been a void felt in space, just as 
we should feel, if the water should all at once have recalled 
its gift of the lily — this out-speaking of the soul within it. 

The body of Nathan Underbill was placed in its last 
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cradle, and stood in the altar-place of the church. He had 
been staying at the Inn of Beech Glen, where he had pud 
sutnptaously for all attendance, bnt had fitadionsly concealed 
his name, even saying in a sort of reckless merriment, 
when thie inquisitive landlord approached the subject too 
nearly : — 

" Good Boniface — ^^ 

" My name is not Boniface, but Mr. Stiggins, justice of 
the peace, s^ect man of the town, and member of the 
church of God." 

" WeU, well, Boniface—" 

" I say my name is not Boniface.^* 

" Well, well, Mr. Stmgham— " 

*' Lord save you, I'll write it out in full.'* 

" Never mind," interrupted his imperturbable guest, 
*' shouldn't be able to read your writing, ilie truth is, Mr. 
Bon — Stingham, I beg your pardon ; I'm that unfortunate 
man who was always too late for supper, about whom a bal* 
lad was written." 

" Do tell I" replied the landlord, opening Ms eyfes with 
commiseration, *' Dan Tucker ?" 

" The very same ;" and the guest, with a slight twinkle of 
the eye, left the room hurriedly. 

** Nevertheless," said Mr. Stiggins, admonishingly, to 
those about hun, " Mr. Tucker, he must be called, for he 
pays well for his supper if he is late at it, and deserves to 
have Mister, at least, put to his name, though he seems 
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more, accordin' to my idee, of a Kama], if not Gineral, 
than any man that's come onder my observation. — ^I dare be 
bound to say, he's Gineral Tncker, to say the least.^ 

Mr. Stiggins deserred his church membership, for though 
a publican, he was honest and simple-hearted, and always 
took all I preached in the pulpit as true gospel till, on 
reacliing the church door, he was met by Deacon Pettingal, 
or his wife, or a brother of the board of select men, who 
might be a malcontent^ when his faith became unsettled 
again, till the next Sunday brought him back to the origi- 
nal platform— again to be sidled down by my opponents. 
Poor Stiggins was a spontaneous believer, but, by m 
means, a theoretic one. 

Among the effects of Mr. Underbill was found an ebony 
box, inlaid with ivory, carefully locked, and even sealed^ 
directed to Bertha ; this was at once put into her posses- 
sion, as well as other of his effects, which did not fail to 
give rise to much conjecture and idle gossip in the village. 
It was even said, that Nathan TJnderhill had died suddenly, 
while attempting to rob the church of its sacramental service 
{which, by the way, is of Britannia ^are), a manifest judg- 
ment of God upon him, and that he had appeared the same 
night to Bertha, while visiting at the Parsonage. He came 
enveloped in a sheet of flame (sd rumor said), and warned 
Parson Helfenstein to repent of his atheistic notions, and to 
take warning by what he suffered, to. prepare to flee from 
the wrath to come. He then told Bertha, solemnly, to 
beware of false prophets, and of wolves in sheep's clothing. 

9 
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Declared she was not far from the kmgdom of heareu, but 
she must cast aside the deyil and his works (for thus was I 
not very flatteringly designated), and then telling her to 
take hia clothes, and books, and the ebony box, and nse 
them for the advancement of religion ; he vanished with a 
great shriek, and in an odor of brimstone ; whereat Berths 
fell into a trance, in which she saw heaven and hell ; and 
saw my predecessor occupying the highest seat in heaven^ 
waving a palm branch, and playing a harp, with a golden 
crown upon his head, and intently looking upon an effigy 
swinging in the hottest of the flames, which flames arose at 
an angle plainly to be seen over the walls of heaven ; that^ 
upon nearer inspection. Bertha saw this effigy was a likeness 
of myself, enduring anticipatory torments for having held 
heretical and dangerous opinions in Beech Qlen. 

Indeed the whole village was in a state of ferment, and 
on the day of the funeral the house would not hold half the 
people who came firom long distances to see the man, upon 
whom such summary justice had been inflicted, but more 
especially to see Bertha, who had so suddenly risen firom 
her trance, and who, it was said, was of marvellous beauty ; 
and would appear dressed, some said, in deep mourning, and 
others averred, in pure white, and address the people. 

A nervous excitability was upon the multitude, and more 
than one woman burst into hysteric tears as the service 
went on. More than this, it was rumored that the grave 
was to be made down by the river, at the base of tl^e monn- 
^m ; and^ in fact, in a beautiful grove, near the junction 
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of the Neyersink and Delaware rivers, where the lines of 
three States met; because the pious dust of the graye- 
yard of Beech Glen would not bear his unhallowed 
ashes. 

The exdtement of the people and the continual accession 
of numbers delayed the service to a late hour ; added to 
this, when the procession was about to form, a sudden 
shower arose, not infrequent amid the mountains, but which 
added to the awe of the people, when it was observed, that 
one flash of light gave voice to a loud reverberating dap of 
thunder, and a flow of rain, like a deluge. The rain pat>* 
tered, and danced, and darkened the way, i^nd as it ceased, 
or rather moved off over the hills to the east, the proces- 
sion wound its way beneath the shadows of the mountains 
down to the beautiful valley designed as the resting-place of 
the stranger. 

Neither Julia nor Bertha appeared publicly ; but as the 
procession approached the quiet nook, I was pleased to see 
two figures, each in a large black cloak, ajid closely veiled 
beneath one of the stately trees that garnished the spot* 
The deep silence of the multitude, the melancholy history 
of the man about to be consigned to his last resting, the 
sight of these two women in their long robes, thus present* 
ing the appearance of graceful statuary, or antique mutes, 
relieving the solitary aspect of the woods and waters with a 
sense of human interest, all conspired to touch the vein of 
enthusiasm and poetry in my soul, and I walked onward in 
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front of the procession, with a new and beantifol gaze into 
the great soul of mother earth. 

Scarcely had the pall bearers placed the body beside the 
open vault, when the shower, which had left the rustle of 
its robe upon the forest trees, their bare branches streaming 
with gems, met a full blaze of the setting sun, and a clear, 
beautiful rainbow spanned the hills, and hung like a pure 
smile of divine benignity along the sky. I sank upon my 
knees, and the great mass of people did the same, and as 
I repeated, "I am the resurrection and the life," and 
prayed, no lip uttered prayer ; the calm was as if every heart 
gave but one great beat. 

Then the sweet voice of Julia, clear and penetrating, sang : 

" Unveil thy bosom, sacred tomb, 
Take this new treasure to thy trust,'* etc. 

and one after another the people joined, sending their voices 
into the solitudes, as the primitive Christians had made the 
caves and rocks resound with their pious melody ; and at the 
doxology, I think, not a voice was silent. 

As I returned to the parsonage, I found the ta.bles had 
been spread with bread and meat, and fruits, and the people 
were freely permitted to enter and partake. I saw the fore- 
sight of Julia in this, for the custom, so beautiful and appro- 
priate in our ancestors, is fast falling into disuse amongst us» 

As I looked from my window out upon the scene already 
becoming obscure in the twilight, I saw a streak of light 
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between the hills gleamed yet upon the spot, and the grave- 
digger moved hither and thither at his unfinished task. An 
hour afterwards he was still there, and another, whom I 
perceived to be John True ; and as the moon arose higher 
in the zenith, I observed the outlines of a cross marking the 
spot. This cross was made of unhewn timber, and was 
closely bound with evergreen. I knew that Bertha was the 
creator of this touching tribute. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

At this the boy hung down his head, 
He blushed with shame, nor made reply ; 

And five times to the child I said, 
Why, Edward, tell me why ? WoBDewoETH. 

After the events described in our last chapter, nothing 
of moment transpired at the parsonage for some time. The 
weather was intensely cold, and the earth had assumed her 
ermine mantle. The mountains showed huge patches of 
black rock, and the evergreens were laden with fleecy snow. 
The river was a mass of ice, upon which the skater darted 
here and there. Now one might be seen moving in all the 
grace of athletic manhood, while beside him was an ambitious 
youngster, sprawling in a manner that made him resemble a 
frog more than anything human. Of a bright night, it was 
a fair sight to see the people coast down hill upon sleds, and 
a fairer to see how a natural courtesy made the rudest 
become gentle when a clear, moonlight tempted the 
girls out to join in the sport. Sometimes a girl became no 
unskilful skater, and then the father or the brother showed 
no little exultation at such a triumph in the family. Indeed, 
I believe the common mind, unprejudiced by professional 
arrogance, or conventional pettmess, is always prepared to 
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hail with approyal any well achiered effort of a woman. 
There is at the bottom of the human heart a generous appre- 
ciative lore of what is beantifhl when allied to power. 

I observed these girl-skaters wore their petticoats four or 
five inches shorter than the ordinary length ; that their feet 
were guarded by pretty boots fringed at the top, and a warm 
jacket, edged with fur, and a bright colored scarf wound 
about the head and tied in a knot beneath the chin, consti- 
tuted a costume at once piquant and picturesque. I resolved 
that another winter Lily and William should be out to 
skate, and myself also ; for I began to feel as if my educa- 
tion was at best but a poor one ; that half the learning 
stowed away in my brain was so much useless lumber ; while 
the full training of body, as well as soul — the one made 
free in every limb, and the other alive to all noble and benefi- 
cent impulses — was the true education of a man. 

Often did I, at twilight, look out upon the solitary grave 
of Nathan TJnderhill. The spot had been selected by Bertha, 
who had become proprietor of a large portion of the land in 
that vicinity. I observed the light rested cheerily upon it 
from an opening between the hills before described, and that 
the cross stood out in clear relief, when all else in the land- 
scape was commingled and lost in obscurity. Strange 
thoughts of Bertha, and the perversity of human emotions 
filled my mind at such times. I observed a path was kept 
worn always to the spot, for the villagers already looked 
upon the grove with a strange interest. 

All this time Bertha was much away, and I knew little 
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of her movementSy but I observed blocks of stone were grad* 
ually collected in the vicinity, under the eye of John Trwt, 
from whence I inferred that a monument was to be reared. 
Ah me I I inwardly sighed, one word of love to the living, 
is worth more than all this incense to the dead, and then I 
checked myself, for I knew that Bertha was of a gentle, 
loving make, and I knew she would have spoken that word 
if human lips could do so without falsehood. 

But I, Ernest Helfenstein, loved now, and such grew the 
arrogance of the man within me, that I felt as if any woman 
who had wronged one of my sex by not loving, had commit- 
ted a deadly sin. J felt as if I could help to crush her. 
All the beauty of Nathan Underbill, all the strange fasci- 
nation of his voice and manner^ arose like so many injured 
spirits of manhoo,d, and the woman who could be indifPerent 
to these, was no wojnan. That was it. Bertha was not a 
true woman, I said to myself. She belongs to the millenium; 
I hate such women. Something of all this must have tinged 
my manner, for one day when Julia quietly reproached 
Bertha for the infrequency of her visits, she said playfully, 
and yet her lip trembled at the time : 

* * Ernest does not sympathise with my views, and I esteem life 
as being too precious to be filled with unnecessary annoyances.*' 

I tried to parry this remark by a levity I did not feel. I 
wanted Bertha to prove herself what I had mentally called 
her — no woman — ^by an enraged, bitter, unwomanly spirit. 
But no ; her gentleness was undisturbed, and I had my ill 
humor to myself. 
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Somehow or other, if woman is always associated with all 
that is best and noblest in life, with all that is trne and 
beautiful ; if we go to her in our fullest joy, feeling that her 
smile is essential to its completeness; if, in the gratification of 
our highest ambition, we feel that without her smile our gain 
is but loss ; if, in our deepest grief, her tear can alone assuage 
our misery, it is no less true that there is no wretchedness, 
misery and wickedness in the world that she has not helped 
to produce, either by her crimes, her imbecilities, or her apa- 
thy. She is the last, the divinest creation ; and to her it is 
giyen to be a discerner of spirits ; and yet she is a puppet, a 
doll, a slave, a sensualist, and we love to have her thus, 
because it gratifies our own self-love. We pour upon her 
head oceans of flattery in the heyday of her youth, and then, 
when she should grow noble and beautiful with years, we, 
who have helped to degrade, despise, if we do not hate her 
— ^we would worship an ape, lest, in adoring a God, our self- 
love should be rebuked. 

A certain discontent still prevailed amongstmy parishioners, 
but now it had assumed a new shape. The cross over the 
grave of Nathan XJnderhill provoked the ire of the more 
bigoted, most especially as the younger portion of the com- 
munity looked upon it with a sort of pious awe, and when- 
ever they went out of a moonlight night, did not fail to bend 
their steps thitherward. Now this cross was upon private 
property, and therefore it could not be interfered with ; but 
this very fact aggravated the state of feeling, because 
of its impotence. It began to be said there was a leaning 

9* 
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towards Romanism in Bertha, if not in me ; and that Nathan 
XJnderhill was an apostate — a Roman Catholic — ^if nothing 
worse. 

At the parsonage, matters had undergone little change. 
I had endeavored, but in vain, to induce the chOdren in the 
village to visit us, in the hope of procuring their companion- 
ship for William and Kate, but these poor little machines of 
childhood, when they came, set themselves up stiff in their 
chairs, and answered me so like parrots, that I felt nothing 
would be gained through this. More, also, each one came 
with a lesson duly prepared, which was, by no means to play 
with the children from the alms-house. 

I have before said, that we used no bolts or bars at Beech 
Glen, and I was not sorry to learn that almost every night 
some eatable or other disappeared from the kitchen. Some- 
times we found a turkey, a chicken, a wild rabbit, recently 
killed, in return, and even, in one case, a pig of no mean size 
was lying upon the floor. As Tiger was still at large, I was 
at no loss to account for this ; but as my neighbors began 
to complain of these depredations, I felt more annoyance 
than I dared to express. I had more than once followed 
him to the little churcK, and even went so far as to carry 
him a heavy blanket one bitter cold night, but further than 
this, I was at a loss what to do. . 

Willy had changed very greatly. He was now thin and 
pale, and I had serious fears for him. He had learned to 
call me father, and now often came and leaned his little arm 
upon my knee, and asked me questions in a confiding manner 
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One evening as he was leaning this way, he suddenly tamed 
round and said : 

" Father, I've renounced the devil." 

I could not forbear a smile at this abrupt announcement, 
and Julia threw back her head and gave way to one of her 
musical laughs, which instantly brought Kate to the rescue, 
for she' always seemed to see into the spirit of all poor 
Willy's attempts to make himself intelligible. 

Accordingly Kate said, " Willy has got up amongst the 
angels now," and she looked around, as much as to say, 
you won't laugh at that. 

But Julia did laugh, and added, " So, then, you have 
renounced the devil and all his works, Willy, have you ?" 

Lily leaned upon my other knee, as if waiting for mo tq 
speak. 

" Yes, I have renounced the devil," said Willy, quite with 
an indignant, positive manner. 

"That child will be the death of me," cried Julia, laughing 
immoderately ; and I laughed too, and thought never any- 
thing could be so lovely as Julia laughing ; but at the same 
time I put my arm around Willy, and asked him to tell U8 
all his thoughts. Now, I had never been able to caress the 
child, and this was so unwonted a piece of tendemesB, that 
he hung his head, and looked almost as unattractive as in 
the first period of his being with us. Lily shrugged her 
shoulders, and muttered, "I wish God didn't make m to 
laugh ;" but Willy, greatly to my surprise, went directly in 
fircmt of Julia, and said, " You are a great lady, and yo 
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don*t know how a poor little boy feels," and then ran out of 
the room. 

My heart smote me, and I followed the child, who was 
sitting moodily upon the hall stairs, and refusing all Jane's 
proffers of tarts or cake. I took him by the hand and led 
him to my room, where I seated him upon my knee, and 
stroked his masses of hair from his eyes, and now, for the 
first time, I realized that Willy was a right manly looking 
boy. That his eyes were bright j his forehead well ^aped, 
although too much covered with hair ; and that his make 
was of that robust, practical kind, that augurs good success 
in the world. His imagination is not great, but his con- 
scientiousness is, and a stout self-esteem will render him 
not only effective but dignified. I noted all this while 
Willy, embarrassed by his new position, and feeling instinc- 
tively that my tenderness was conferred by kindness, rather 
than spontaneity, sat looking down at his hands, which he 
rubbed and pinched, till he covered them with little black 
rolls, showing conclusive neglect of his ablutions. 

I wiped his hands with his nice, clean handkerchief, which 
Willy, like most of the people, is apt to regard as a 
sinecure, and then asked him to tell me all about the evil 
spirit he had renounced. 

" That's it," said WUly, " I used to tell Kate I meant to be 
a devil when I died, so I might poke up the burning fire for 
Granny Pettingal. Oh I she's an awful bad woman. She'll 
catch it when she dies, if she does belong to the church." 

I could not refrain laughing any more than Julia, but the 
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child went on to explain how he thought devils were bad 
thoughts, and wicked ways ; and though never choice in his 
vocabulary, I found he had a nervous strength of thought, 
that harmonized well with his language. He liked big 
words also ; a certain sonorousness caught his ear at once, 
and a word thus presented to his mind never escaped his 
memory. As he let me into his mental arcana, in a very 
emphatic but disjointed manner, I laughed some — ^for nothing 
could be more ludicrous than his expressions — ^but a 
thorough truthfulness, an honest if not beautiful nature, was 
so apparent, that I warmed sensibly to the child. 

" Pd like to die now, all but one thing," he went on to 
say 

" What is that, Willy ?" 

*' I don^t know music, couldn^t play on the harp up 
there." 

" Then you think they play on the harp in heaven, do you, 
Willy ?» 

" €l^ranny Pettingal said so ; but then she lied so about 
God, that she'll lie about other things." 

My first impulse was to check this irreverent mode of 
expression, but time will do its own work in that as well as 
other defects, and I said, "How did Mrs. Pettingal lie 
about God ?" 

The child opened his eyes wide, and a sort of amazed, 
incredulous expression grew upon his face, as if he began to 
fear I might be what he called a " humbug," as well as 
others he had known. 
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" She'd fix us up, and make us say the catechise when the 
Committee men was coming, and when they was gone, she'd 
put me down the cellar, and knock my head when I 
screamed (and I'm great on screaming, I tell ye), and when 
I told her God was lookin' down at her, she lied about 
him." 

" How, Willy ?" I asked, not a Uttle shocked. 

" Why, she said I was born in sin, that I was a child of 
the devil, that I was worse than my father and mother, 
'cause I had got their sins upon me, and my sins too. She 
said, God didn't love me, and couldn't love me 'cause he'd got 
to visit judgments on me to the third and fourth generation. 
I call that lying, now I know more about God." 

Willy uttered this with the greatest solemnity, while I 
tried to look grave, but in vain, especially when the little 
thing spoke so earnestly about his being punished to the 
third and fourth generation. For the first time I took the 
child to my heart, and kissed his little cheek with genuine 
affection. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

O, bring me apples to assuage that fire 
Which, Etna-like, inflames my glowing breast ; 

Nor is it every apple I desire, 
Nor that which pleases every taste the best, 

'Tis not the lasting dewzen I require ; 
Nor yet the red-cheeked queening I request — 
Nor that which first beshrewed the name of wife. 
Nor that whose beauty caused the golden strife. 
JVo, no, bring me an apple from the tree of life. 

QUABLES. 

[fbom the journal.] 

I AM annoyed at the continued absence of Bertha. Her 
eyes seem to hannt me. I say to myself daily, " I do not 
love thee, Bertha, and yet I feel a strange uneasiness when 
away from thee.'' I have detected also a certain something — 
is it meanness ? is it selfishness ? is it enlargement of soul ? 
is it* madness ? I know not where to place the emotion. 
When Julia is less reserved and haughty, less the proud, 
tyrannical belle — and that part of her character makes me 
hate and love her also ; — ^when I am, in plain words, happiest 
with Julia, and feel most sure of winning her love, then, at 
that very moment, my heart sends out tendrils in search of 
Bertha. Then I feel that she is — I cannot tell how — essen- 
tial to my happiness. I verily believe this is a downright 
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kind of spiritual swindling, and I feel ashamed of mj 
rapacity ; but there is the fact remaining, reason as I 
will. I wonder how many tenants the heart can hold ? I 
wonder if women are ever caught tripping in this way ? I 
wonder if heart-breaking, so often described by poets and 
novelists, is a natural or an artificial state of tilings. We 
must love the highest representatiye of the ideal that comes 
across our path, let the former loves be what they may. 
Aye, our humanity needs to be very Job-like, and well is it 
if we can all say, " In all this Job sinned not." 

Bertha has a way of raising her eyes, and looking 
slightly upward, when engaged in earnest conversation, and 
then when she allows them to fall upon my face, I shrink 
from their mournful radiance. The lid is beautiful in itself 
— a distinct feature — and I never observed hers without 
thinking of Prosperous words to Miranda ; — 

" Advance the fringed curtains of thinq eyes." 

They make you think of a rose leaf that has fallen upon a 
violet. There is a touch of the Juno also, a something that 
makes it seem appropriate to call violets "dim," the deep 
setting of the eye, suggesting the sheltered nook best loved 
by the violet — 

" Fair as the lids of Juno's eyes." 

I have reasoned, reflected, wept, prayed, and struggled to 
rid myself of the state of feeling above described. But aU 
to no purpose. 

" The soul is its own place," 
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and, like " the wind that bloweth where it listeth, and wo 
bear the sound thereof, but cannot tell whence it cometh, 
nor whither it goeth," so are these births of the spirit. 

From these facts within myself, I learn one great truth. 
All nature repels fixedness. Man cannot make himself a 
fixture. When he would plant himself here or there, the 
whirlwind comes to uproot him. When he would hang him- 
self on some peg, it proves too weak to sustain him. When 
he will consent to shackles and bonds, his limbs grow too 
large for the bolts. When he becomes blind of eye, the 
vision turns in upon the soul, and he is visual in every 
sense. God has issued the interdict to idleness and limita- 
tion by ejecting him from his fairest gardens, rather than 
permit him to eat of the tree of life, before he has earned 
by the labor of thought, soul, sense, to hunger and thirst 
for its fruits. We must climb the symbolic ladder step by 
step. Angels, archangels, up to sublimer hierarchies. 

Ah me I I am far, very far from content. Julia is in no 
way adapted to me, and yet my soul is well nigh absorbe 
in her. I am content only within reach of her voice. 
Her smile haunts me perpetually. I feel a soft, dreamy 
atmosphere gathering over my spirit, and I begin to ques- 
tion whether all this aspiration, that leads me to high 
aims, be not, after all, a delusion. Oh for summer time's 
lapsing fountains and fragrant blooms, and an oasis in the 
desert with Julia. Do we not defraud ourselves by our 
asceticism ? 

What am I, that I love this creature of fascination. 
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Women delight in show, in gaiety, in petty triumphs. What 
to them is the soul of a lover, if he cannot lay splendor at 
their feet ? I am not gay ; when happiest I am tranquil, 
prayerful. I am exacting, well nigh jealous. But oh I the 
infinitude of gratitude I should feel — ^the soul-deep tenderness 
that would well from the fountains of my being toward one 
who would love me for myself alone. Who would be happy 
in my happiness — ^which is so unlike what the world calls 
such. The unthinking might call my joy sorrow, so nearly 
is it allied to tears, because to me it is an unexpected reve- 
lation. 

A beautiful woman is so holy in my eyes, and yet these 
beauties flirt and covet admiration; and I, a plain country 
parson — what would be the value of homage like mine ? 
Beauty is for admiration — ^it has a right to homage. Some- 
how we always have a rebellious instinct, that rises up with 
disaffection when these rare creations are metamorphosed 
into Mrs. Browns and Joneses. We feel a secret pleasure 
when we find they are not quite happy. We think Mr. 
Jones and Mr. Brown very good sort of men, but we always 
wondered at their presumption, and are better at ease now 
we find they are like to be punished. 

I suspect, if our best pattern of saints would deal honestly 
with themselves, they would be astonished to find how much 
of the devil they harbor inside. For my part, I feel remorse 
of conscience if my old stereotyped vocabulary gets the bet- 
ter of me in the pulpit, and I speak in bad terms of him. 
I can sympathise with the good Spaniard of whom Selden 
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relates — ^that being near to die, and being warned by his 
confessor of the torments that Satan was preparing for him 
imless be repented and bought absolution from the church — 
he replied he hoped not — ^he hoped the Don was not so 
cruel ; whereat being still farther reprimanded, he said he 
thought it best to treat the Devil with respect, because, 
should he fall into his hands, he might receive better treat- 
ment for havmg done so. 

Julia is fully aware of my admiration. When I am most 
enraptured with her, she has a soft, dreamy voluptuousness 
about her that bewilders me. Her eyes droop, her step is 
languid, her voice low and soft, and the accents seem to lin- 
ger upon their beautiful portal, as if loth to leave their rest- 
ing place. I know now what Milton meant by '' linked 
sweetness, long drawn out." He must have found some- 
where in his experience a Julia — ^rich, sensuous, delicious — 
whose presence is a perpetual sense of the womanly ; nay, I 
had almost said the femnim^ and seems a tribute to mascu- 
linity. I feel no impediment, no rebuke in her atmosphere. 
I am Adam to whom Eve has been revealed. I ask for no 
diviner revelation of womanhood. She smiles softly, and I 
repeat : 

" Blest as the immortal gods is he, 
The favored youth that sits by thee, 
And sees and hears thee all the while 
Softly speak, and sweetly smile." 

Whereat Julia smiles more ravishingly still, and says : 
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"Ab, Ernest, you make me in love with poetry, with 
beauty, with mysdfP 

"Nay, Julia, beautiful Julia, love me," and more% would 
say, but upon the instant I think of Bertha, and my lips pay 
a divided homage. I do not think JuUa knows or suspects 
this, for when I will talk love to her, she grows merry, and 
sometimes grave. 

Yet another thing. No sooner do I shut myself in my 
room, and grow devoted to my profession, than I hear 
Julia's delicious voice in the hall, or out in the sunshine. I 
catch gleams of her down by the river and up the side of 
the mountain, and she returns so bright, so piquant in her 
demi-masculine dress ; so rosy, healthful, and bewildering, 
that all my philosophy is at fault, and I am the poorest 
thing in creation — a shy spiritualist, a pale country parson, 
ignorant of the world, indifferent to it also — ^madly in 3ove 
with a dashing city belle. 

Aye, this beauty 1 We have not learned the sacredness 
of its import in the human economy. We haven't yet learned 
to reverence it as the out-speaking face of the beautiful-lov- 
ing God. We haven't yet learned to walk this fair earth, 
carpeted as no human palace was ever yet adorned for 
earthly footfall ; columned, and festooned, and domed, and 
lighted, as no hall designed by human hands could ever rival ; 
founded upon the everlasting hills, and resounding with 
music whose organ-pipes are rivers and cataracts, sympho- 
nied by the cool, silver-tongued breezes, stealing up from 
the valleys, and over broad seas, to mingle with the deeper 
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toned winds from the frozen North, and the hoary icebergSv 
Regal fair is the brave earth, and lover fair is the sweet 
earth ^and in this, our Father's house, where are many 
mansions, beautiful women are the pictures which the good 
Ood hangs about this his gallery ; and yet we profane them 
with our unhallowed uses, and drag down their loveliness 
from the crystalline walls, till their glories trail in the dusti* 
ness and degradation of the portal. Beauty is for homage, 
and when it fails of the oblation, it rightly feels itself de» 
frauded of its heritage. 

Julia never fails to demand this f she feels herself regal, 
and the bended knee is instinctively awarded her. She is 
too conscious of her beauty to be vain of it, and too much 
herself to be very miserable through another* 

Should I become her husband, I shall be a poor, jealous 
creature, dancing attendance upon her whims, to be laughed 
at for my moodiness and be called a "dear goose" for my 
jealousy. She would love me the better for my exactions. 
She would use her tether to the utmost, so that I should need 
be diligent in my keeping, or she would be ready to slip through 
my hands. My office would be no sinecure, for she would 
lead me a perpetual chase, and every day I must win her 
anew. Capricious, wayward, deluding, beautiful daughter 
of the first Eve, I call thee, Julia, and then reveries and ter- 
rible visions come, and in one of these I wrote the following: 

JEALOUSY. 

Alas I for he who loves too oft may he 
like one who hath a preoioils tteashre sealed, 
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Whereto another hath obtained a key ; 
And he, poor sooll who there his all concealed, 
Lives blindly on^ nor knows that mite by mite 
It dwindles from his grasp ; or if a thought 
That something hath been lost, his mind affiight| 
He puts it by as evil fancy- wrought. 
Yet will there sometimes come a ghostly dread, 
From which the soul recoils ; he tries to sleep, 
Aye, rest ; and when he wakes, all, all is fled. 
Thus we may garner up our hearts, and keep 
A more than human trust, and yet be left 
Bereft of all; of hope, of faith, of love bereft. 

Lily perceives that I am abstracted, and in a slight d^ree 
Irritable. She said, this morning : 

"J am so glad it storms to-day* Now I will be cross; 
now I will do up all my naughtiness. Now I will scold 
Jennie, and pinch Kittie's ears, upset Jane's batter-dish, and 
tread on Julia's best satin." 

" Kate, Kate," I cried, "why all this ? Come and kiss 
me, and tell me why." 

" No, I will not kiss to-day, indeed I will not* I will 
rejoice in badness." 

" But why, Kate ?" 

" Because of the storm. Do you not see how the wind is 
doing its best, and the rain comes right down. I hate a 
fog ; let it rain or storm — ^no half way." 

".Who is half way, darling ?" 

"Hark! did you hear that rock come down from the 
mountain ? I wish I was a rock." 
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" LUjf precious Lily, why ?" 

" Then I should never care if people did not smile, nor 
talk, nor love me," and a full flood of tears, and a rush to 
my arms, told of the sluice-way given to her sensibilities. 

Last night the wind blew furiously. I could not sleep; 
1 never can when the wind blows. That mysterious power, 
unseen, yet resistless — ^falling like an invisible wand upon 
the cheek — stirring at the latch, and upheaving the founda- 
tions, shaking the old forest, and denuding the mountain- 
lifting the ocean as it were a small thing, and tossing navies 
as if they were bubbles, and filling cities with consterna- 
tion, and yet itself invisible — ^fiUs me with a wild, supernatu- 
ral terror. It is fearful as death itself ; nay, more fearful, 
for death has a shape of disease, accident — an external form 
to designate his approach — ^while the wind is shapeless, form- 
less ; we see the havoc of his pathway, but we cannot say, 
" Lo, here ; lo, there 1" 

The old house rocked in the blast, and I felt as if thus 
the solid earth tottered beneath me — as if I thus rocked 
and 9wayed from side to side, as at an invisible destiny. I 
felt like a reed shaken by the wind. I know what Bertha 
would say. I have heard her say it : 

" Arise, grasp the reed, and make it strong with a great 
purpose. The true destiny is made, not imposed. We are 
greater than the etemenis. We are fate. We commamd the 
eternal, or the element sweeps us away, the fate subdues us, 
the eternal slips from our hold. There is no impediment in 
our way — ^no disability. We create li&ns in our path, and 
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thm tremble at their roaring. We pile up impediments, and 
then die at the base of the barrier. The Titan but touched 
the earth because he would scale heaven — wt bury ourselyes 
beneath it, and then mourn because heaven is hid from our 
vision." 

I think of Bertha, and instinctively I rise from my chair, 
and walk the room as at a sense of the divine within me* I 
am braver, nobler — I know not what I am. I think of 
Julia, and dream speU-botmd in my chair for hours, listening to 
invisible melodies and far off harmonies. I am a man full 
of human thoughts and human sympathies, and I cry : 

*' Oh that the desert were my dwelling place, 
With one fair spirit for my minister, 
That I might all forget the human race, 
And, hating no one, love but only her." 

Ah I thus I think, thus I dream, and in the meanwhile 
my life wears on, and I lose sight of the great aims to which 
hitherto all my thoughts have tended. I go through the 
routine of duty in a cold, spiritless manner, and I grow paler 
than even my wont, and sit by my desk scribbling unmean- 
ing characters — sketching, now a dog, now a sign-board, and 
now Julia's face, and writing her name and mine side by side, 
and trying even how Julia Helfenstein would look on a card. 

Imbecile that I am. Pains dart through my head ; my 
step is languid. I wish there were a race of giants, to take 
me in their arms and dandle me like a sick baby« I am 
weak, and do not desire to be strong. I long " to be minis- 
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tered unto, not to minister." I try to pray, but prayer is 
the expression of a great need. It is the heart, the whole 
soul rushing out to claim eternal affinities. I feel none of 
this. Give me the now, is the cry with me. I am the Esau, 
ready to sell the best heritage of my soul for the mess of 
pottage. Ah me I Scarcely have I life to analyse -these 
emotions — scarcely life to repeat with the brave old Quarles: 

" Shine home upon thy creature, and inspire 
My lifeleBB will with thy regenerate fire; 
The first degree to dots only to desire,^^ 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

A poor sequestered stag, 
That from the hunter's aim had ta'en a hurt, 
Did come to languish. Shakbfearb. 

The winter is yet intensely cold. I find poor Tiger ia 
abroad, eluding all pursuit with wonderful speed and dex* 
terity. He will not come openly to the house, but in the 
morning when the night is cold, we find, by the heaps of coals 
upon the hearth, that he has made his lodgment by the kit- 
chen fire. I have carried various articles to the church, and I 
find that he instinctively conceals them amid the rubbish under 
the stairs. Gossip is much alive in Beech Glen, but on the 
whole, affairs are tolerably quiet for a country village. I 
was congratulating myself upon this order of things, when 
a new event roused our good people from their lethargy, 
and set every man, woman, and child, into a praiseworthy 
alertness. I am happy to say, that no one was disposed to 
dodge his responsibility, but each shouldered his burthen of 
gossip with a patience and pertinacity worthy of John 
Bunyan's Pilgrim. Beech Glen also has a people with 
lively imaginations and good inventive capacities, and the 
scandal concocted by them would do justice to any village 
in Christendom. I am not in the least what may be called 
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a vain man, or I might have been flattered at the prominence 
given to me in these matters, t even remonstrated with the 
elders of the church, at the " bad eminence " I was likely to 
attain through the diligent tongues of these busy-bodies* 
Whereat Deacon Hopkins told me, in his most solemn and 
<ifgent mannet, that I must marry, 

" The truth is this, Parson ; you being a likely looking 
man, and marriageable, all the young women naturally turn 
their eyes that way, and our young men, seeing the lay of 
the land, as naturally abuse you b^ause the girls play 
shilly-shally, now off and now on, in a sort of expectation. 
There never was so much finery worn in our church as there 
is now, and fathers get tired of the expense, and mothers 
bake up pies and cakes, and call together private prayer- 
meetings, and hold sewingKiircles, and eat for you and drink 
for you, till 'tis past enduring. I'm thankful I've got no 
darters to dispose of. 6rals are a terrible bother in a family." 

Here was a new aspect, and I inwardly resolved I would 
sacrifice myself for the good of Beech Glen. I will marry 
Julia, I said, silently, and with as much conceit as can well 
lie under a white cravat, and fully equal, though in a diflfeiv 
ent style, to that of any Broadway dandy. 

But I must go more into detail. One evening — ^it was a 
cold, snowy evening — we were all seated about the fire — Julia 
in a large easy chair, and exquisitely dressed in white mus- 
liu, with a loose embroidered robe of rose-colored cashmere 
over this, slightly drawn about the waist with cord 
and tassel. One white-slippered foot rested upon an ott(^ 
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man, and her hair thrown back from her forehead, exposed 
to full view her exquisitely moulded features. She held a 
wrought screen in one hand, from the arm of which fell back 
lace and embroidery, and showed the round, beautiful arm, 
with its bracelets and pretty knot of amulets. I have a 
natural fondness for elegant attire, and love to see a beauti- 
ful woman appropriately dressed ; and as I looked upon 
Julia, in her lace and embroidery, suiting so well her indo- 
lent, voluptuous attitude, I could not refrain from stooping 
to kiss her hand, and telling her she was lovely as a dream. 

" Ah, dear Ernest," she said, " you are poetry ; your admi- 
ration makes a woman long for superadded charms to justify 
your homage." 

I am a good reader, my voice is clear and flexible, and 
regarding this as an accomplishment all essential in a family, 
I have cultivated my powers with some considerable care. 
I had been reading " Coleridge ;" the book was lying 
upon my lap while we each made our comments. Lily 
stood leaning her head upon my bosom, and her little heart 
keeping time to every cadence^ When I closed she said : 

" Crystabel was not good." 

We all stared, and asked why. 

"Because, had she been all good, she would have/e& in 
her soul, the badness of the strange lady, and then she 
couldn't have slept in her arms." 

At this moment we were all startled by the wailing cry 
of an infant, apparently at the door. Lily was the first to 
open it, followed by Willy. A loud cry from the children 
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bronght Julia and mjself to the spot. The first defined 
object that presented itself at the door, waa the lovely 
Child-Angel, with its slight robe, and bare feet and shoulder, 
standing outside. But soon I saw that Tiger was crouched 
down upon the steps, holding in his great shaggy arms a 
babe, which cried piteously. No sooner was the door open 
than he came in and laid his burden down upon the rug, and 
then commenced a series of manoeuvres, from which I 
inferred he wished to enlist our sympathies in behalf of tho 
little creature. 

JuHa attempted to take up the child, which made her 
look most lovely in my eyes, for its garments, though rich 
were much soiled, as if they had been under the hands of 
mger some little time. The child might be two months old, 
and screamed lustily, whereat Tiger covered its face with 
his great palm, and gesticulated violently ; at the same time, 
he brought from the recesses of an old coat a small dog and 
a kitten, and laid them beside the child ; and then ho 
pinched the two animals and the baby to make them cry, 
and laughed and shook his great body from side to side, 
seeming to intimate that each was the young of its kind, 
and must be looked to. 

Here was a dilemma indeed. Willy rushed for the dog, 
and Lily tucked her hands under her arm-pits and stood 
looking piteously at the poor babe, and then she took it in 
her arms and sat down in silence. Poor Tiger approached 
and laid his great hand upon the golden head of Lily, who 



224 BERTHA AND LILT ; OR, 

his great hand, and laughed with a chnckle of deUght, and 
tucked them into his bosom. 

Long after I went to my bedroom I heard the steps of Tiger 
about the house ; but I had no fears for him. In the mor- 
ning Jane found him still in the kitchen, which produced a 
great commotion. Up she came, and knocked loudly at my 
door, declaring I must come down and turn Tiger out ; and 
she did not lack for words about the pie also. I bade her re- 
turn and take no account of Tiger — ^and all the way down 
stairs the good creature marked her path by sundry mutr 
terings, not at all flattering to the intellect or manhood of 
Ernest Helfenstein. But I never feel aggrieved at these 
little thorns. Utterance of any kind is a coifibrt, and these 
devils, in household words, may better find space than be 
kept caged in the breast, where they are apt to change 
their names, and instead of black, ugly devils, as they are at 
once seen to be when brought out to the light — ^they pass, 
when kept caged up, for angels of patience and angels of 
endurance. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

Virgins, tuck up your silken laps, and fill ye 
With the fair wreath of Flora's magazine; 

The purple Violet, and the pale-faced lily ; 
The pansy and the organ columbine ; 

The flowering thyme, the gilt-bowl daffodilly ; 
The lowly pink, the lofty eglantine ; 

The blushing rose, the queen of flowers, and best 

Of Flora's beauty. Quables. 

There's beggary in the love that can be reckoned. 

Shakspeare. 

There is a selfishness, a pride, a deep-heart skepticism in 
the efforts we make to withstand the omnipotent passion — 
love — ^in its divine sense. I know nothing of the grosser 
passions, and cannot talk of these. I have been very miser- 
able of late. I am steeped to the lips in an exacting, nay, 
fretful love, for Jnlia; and be it known, I pine also at the 
absence of Bertha. Her indifference is most painful to me. 
I do not know if this be anything more than irritated self- 
love. But whatever it may be, I am far from content. 

Last night I placed me at the judgment bar of my soul, 
and questioned myself, and cross-questioned myself, till T 
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beautiful creation in herself, bat because this self-love of ours 
receives no check through her. 

I am not miserable at the uncertainty of a return on the 
part of Julia, now that I stand in true relations with 
myself. I am sure that a nature so exquisitely sensuous aa 
hers, must coyer a deep passionateness, but her character is 
so flexible, and her " variety " so infinite that I grow glad in 
beholding her. It must be the grossness of passion, that 
produces the silence and timidity of which lovers complain, 
but where it arises from the higher sentiments, the exhala- 
tions from the base of the column will not dim the dear 
beauty of the capital. 

It is June, rich, balmy, beautiful June. Julia is a sum- 
mer child ; she grows more lovely as the light strengthens 
and the warmth increases. Her complexion is fairer, and 
she seems bom for summer times, fresh blossoms, and water 
melodies. In a garden she seens to be a part of nature. 
She is a rose, a vine, a pomegranate. She is rich, luscious- 
looking. I cannot separate her from these lovely surround- 
ings into which she blends like some fair nymph called forth 
by the kisses of sun and shower. She wears roses in her 
hair; they swing at her girdle; she puts a leaf between 
her lips, and I know there is not a little coquetry in the act, 
but I am bewitched none the less. She blows the down 
from the dandelion like Margaret, and gives pretty vaticina- 
tions. She says sweetest things upon all subjects, and yet 
I never associate a book with her. She quotes poetry 
lazily, as if the words of another saved her the trouble of 
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compoanding them. She eats fruits also as if enjoying 
them, spills the juice over her red lips, and wipes them 
with her pretty, dainty, laced handkerchiefs, and shows 
her white teeth with a laugh like a bird's carol. When 
a remove beyond her languid mode of sitting, she will 
take her rings from one finger to another, and you cannot 
but think how plump and fair her pretty hands look ; or she 
bites the tips of the fingers, and you cannot choose but see 
how bright the tint of the blood beneath comes out like 
a touch of the strawberry. You never forget she is alive. 
While I thought these thiags, I tried to think wherein 
the beauty of Bertha consists, but I cannot do it. She is 
wondrously beautiful ; but it is of a kind that recedes, and 
shades into something so intangible to the senses, that I can- 
not tell how nor what it is. I would call her serene. I 
would say that she stands a queen in the soul of nature, 
not as part and parcel of her. I would say nothing could 
detract from her sublime self-hood. Time will but ennoble 
her. Sickness stands aloof and rebuked before her. Pov- 
erty cannot touch her. She is herself — she is sovereign to 
all that breaks down and mars the integrity of others. I 
recall the scene in the church, but Bertha outlives all that 
is hurtful. Ahl so gloriously does she bear her cross 
upward, that it has become a crown and sceptre. The 
thorn precedes the cross — the cross presages the crown. Let 
me but kiss the hem of thy garment. Bertha. Let me but 
know that I am not contemptible in thine eyes. I follow 
thee a&r off. 
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And now let me record it — I am beloved. I sing anthems 
of praise. " I praise thee, I bless thee, O Lord," came to 
my lips, in a sort of holy rapture, as the certainty was 
revealed to me. Deep calleth unto deep. There is an abysm 
of joy in our souls, inborn and unsearchable, which only love 
reveals to us. Undreamed of harmonies well up from the 
recesses of my soul, and I walk as in a holy rapture. Dis- 
cords that may have dissevered me from my true self, have 
ranged themselves into what is more truly me, and become 
melodies. I seem to have laid down all perturbations, and 
to have taken up an angel life. My intellect is more objec- 
tive, my emotions better defined ; and my imagination has 
broken from the shell of the chrysalis, and soars into a pure 
heaven. Love is the souFs atmosphere, and we must breathe 
it or " dwindle, peak, and pine." 

I fear me that I do not preach with my ordinary fervor. 
Lily looks wonderingly into my face, and puts back the hair 
from my forehead, and sighs — ^whereat I say, " Why do you 
sigh, Lily ?" And to-day she said : 

" My heart is shutting up as if the night were coming." 
An allusion borrowed from the flowers at nightfall. 

" The night coming ?" I repeated, with a pang I could not 
define ; and yet I knew that my absorption in Julia had 
estranged me from my proteges. I knew the cry of the babe 
in the house annoyed me. I knew I was at heart selfish in 
all this — ^but I love Julia, and am beloved. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

A savage wildness round him hung 
As of a dweller out of doors ; 

In his whole figure, and his mien, 
A savage character was seen, 

Of mountains and of dreary moors. 



Wordsworth. 



The likeness of a shape for which was braided 
The brightest woof of genius, still was seen. 

Shellet. 

Revolting as was at first the presence of poor Tiger, he 
has become a not unwelcome inmate of my family. We 
have even learned to be amnsed at his grotesque clumsiness, 
and do not dislike his awkward movements. In the true 
human mind there is every grade of sentiment, and every 
shade of aflTection, as well as varying perspectives of the 
beautiful. Hence it is that the most cultivated taste, 
delighting in the more ideal conceptions of the Greek art, 
will have not only the purest models of the beautiful about 
jiim to gratify this higher idealism, but a niche also for 
Indian art — ^huge Oriental creations, and vases massive and 
cumbrous, upon which his intermediate taste will repose. 
He will delight in pets of various kinds — ^from the slim 
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greyhound and dainty canary down to the animals of a 
more grotesque character, not excluding the half-animated 
terrapin, and that perpetual sphinx, the snake. 

And so it is in regard to Tiger. I find he has no malice 
— he is not vicious nor melancholy; he only lacks employ- 
ment to make him quite happy, and we are all glad to min- 
ister to his imperfect capacity for enjoyment ; and further, 
by one of those adaptations of the mind we are growing half- 
proud of our monster, our Caliban, as eastern princes used 
to be proud of their dwarfs and giants, hump-backed 
porters, and one-eyed servitors. Oh, it is the miserable, sel- 
fish, inhuman spirit of traffic that helps to build up asylums 
for these wretched mistakes of nature. People must have 
time to grow rich, and so they cast out these proofs of their 
violations of nature to be cared for by the public at large, 
and thus we have the terrible spectacle of deformity, and 
deprivation by the wholesale ; the aggregate of blindness, 
and deafness, and idiocy in communities, ghastly to contem- 
plate. 

Tiger follows Lily with a reverent docility as touching as 
it is suggestive. If he hears the tones of her sweet voice, 
he bends his shaggy head, and something meant for a smile 
illuminates his uncouth features, and one would imagine his 
dim mind to feel — 

" O, list ! I hear 
The small, clear, silver lute of the young spirit, 
That sits in the morning star," 

80 pleased and soothed does he become. Through her, vague 
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spiritualisms penetrate inward to his sonl, and reveal its 
white citadel not in ruins, not obliterated, but sealed up, 
sealed with a strong earth-charm, which only the dear 
angel Death shall remove. Pure white are its chambers — 
fairly hung with misty pictures; gems and pearls gleam 
there in barbaric wealth, ready to be strung into bright 
coronals ; and sweet faces look in sometimes, with clear, 
holy eyes; and there is one, very still, very soft— very beau- 
tiful is it — only there is that about the lips telling that the 
fibres of the heart have been wrung ; and that about the 
eyes revealing shadows of the heaven to which she belonged; 
and when that face looks ia, the poor idiot smiles and 
listens; and you can almost hear his unachieving lips 
whisper, " Mother." But they never do, and the good God 
calls away the image, and he is happier that it is so, for the 
spell is too mighty that hangs upon him ; his soul is the 
enchanted palace of Beauty where she sleeps — sleeps in all 
her loveliness, till the call come, saying, " Arise." 

Another joy is poor Tiger's : the babe Perdita, for thus 
have I named the child, he takes in his arms and sits in the 
sunshine out under the trees by the hour. Her cries put him 
hito great commotion, and he shambles up and down in a com- 
ical manner, while her smiles seem to give his poor dim soul a 
sweet peace. I have had many trials in Tiger. He thinks the 
whole neighborhood should be tributary to us, and many 
have been the ducks, and geese, and turkeys, and chickens 
that have found their way unauthorized into my kitchen. I 
was obliged, at length, to put up a notice to the effect, that 
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lovely and tender a little womanhood is there about her, 
that she foresees the result of all that is done for Tiger, and 
instinctively watches the issue. For instance, he was untidy 
in his person, and Lily showed him her own hands, and then 
washing them in his presence, in clear water, repeated 
" Clean hands," over and over, till Tiger's poor benumbed 
faculties surmounted the dif&culty, and he too washed bis 
hands, and repeated the words. 

This was a great advance, and now Tiger created a great 
demand for soap and water ; and when I had him furnished 
with clothing of a suitable kind, the dawnings of self-respect 
became daily more visible. 

" Tiger is wiser than he was, and Tiger is happier than he 
was," Lily would say as we talked in the twilight. 

"And Lily — ^how is it with Lily ?" I said. 

" The lilies will soon be here, and then I shall be quite, 
quite happy." 

" Then you are not quite happy now." 

Lily flashed out in her old lovely way, and laid her pretty 
cheek to mine, and then gave me a sharp bite of the ear. I 
started with a slight outcry, which caused her to giggle, 
and toss her curls, and she ended by one of her prettiest 
kisses upon the spot, and whispered also, " I do not love 
Julia ; Cousin Julia, I do not love you," she repeated, turn- 
ing to* the table where the lady in question was draping a 
wreath about a marble vase. 

"Oil shall die of grief," murmured the beauty. 

"She doesn't care a bit," said Lily. This time Willy 



fHS PABSOXAGE OP BECCH 6L£X. 287 

came out and said, "I lore you, Couan Julia; I love you, 
and I wonld gire all my new books for a kiss.^ 

" E[eep the books, Willy, bat yon shall hare the kiss," 
and she held back the head ci the child, and poating her 
red lips, i^aoed a kiss ispaa those of Willy, whose cheek 
grew not red, bat ashy pale at the toach ; percdying which, 
Julia kissed him again and again, saying, " Yon little cow- 
ard, I win bring the color back," and Willy soon learned 
to fight for kisses, and to dart from behind the doors, 
and ont of comers, for tiie coyeted ^ft. 

One day Julia brought out a long crimson sash with deep 
fringes at the ends, and put it oyer the blouse of Tiger, 
winding it twice about his waist. I liked this well, but 
when she produced a crimson cap, of a Oreek form, with a 
little bell attached to the long point which hung oyer at 
one side, and jingled as he walked, I was not so sure. Tiger 
was delightedi and stepped high, and cut up yarious antics 
to make the bell ring, and Julia clapped her jewelled hands, 
and laughed, and called him ^'Wamba/' and ''the king's 
jester,'' "knight of the silyer bell," and other pretty epithets. 

lily eyed all with a sad face. She dropped her head 
and looked up through her eyelashes, a smile in spite of her- 
self coming to her lips. Then she went up to Tiger, and 
assuming a little queen air, she stamped her foot, and 
demanded the cap. Tiger's face fell, and taking the article 
from his head, he twisted his body into aU oonceiyable 
tokens of submission, and presented it to the child. Lily 
walked to the table, and taking up the scissors cut off the 
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obnoxious bell, and gave the cap back to T^ger, who 
received it with no little abatement of his pleasure. 

As the spring opened, and we were all out arranging the 
garden, planting flowers, digging, grading, and transplant- 
ing, Tiger was a very Caliban in bearing burdens. He 
dug with the pertinacity of the mole, and the power of a 
giant. Indeed we were compelled to keep a sharp look-oat| 
for Tiger went right on, carrying his spade through all 
impediments, and even in one instance, a tree which stood in 
the line of march, but for my timely observation, would havo 
bowed its honors in the dust. By dint of care, and skill in 
teaching. Tiger began to exhibit no little growth of capacity, 
and when at length the seeds appeared above the ground^ 
and blossoms to unfold themselves, he became overbore 
dened with new thought, and was obliged to shut himself up 
for many days — ^his poor brain having recoiled into its origi> 
nal stupor — and he slept nearly the whole period. We were 
all shocked at this relapse ; but when he came out of it^ we 
perceived he had gone a Sabbath-day's journey, as it were, 
towards a better development. He went into the garden 
and walked amid the springing vegetation with a melancholy 
look, and cast his eyes in all directions, in search of th6 
secret of production. Lily walked by his side, and told of 
God and the angels, and poor Tiger listened as if conscious 
of a pleasure. 

"When, however, the season advanced, and he saw the 
"embattled com" standmg like "serried host," and the 
great-leaved sun-flower spreading forth its blossoms of ye^ 
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low, TSger reached sundry wise condodons, which required 
bU the sweetness and ^gnity of Lily to circumvent. Placing 
the child upon his hroad should^— ^ way in which he loved 
to cany her— he took her to the tree befiwre mentioned) 
which he had thought to uproot ; and by the few words he 
bad learned) and the use of many gestures, he gave her to 
understand that it was large, and strong, and of use. Then 
he carried her to the sun-flower, and the corn-field, and shook 
the plants, and pointed back to the tree, and implied that 
these were worth having — ^fine, large, like the tree* Then 
stooping to the beds of violets, and roses, and verbenas, ho 
did not fail to make use of many expressions of contempt, 
and finally proposed to uproot them all and plant corn and 
sun-flowers instead. 

Julia and 1 laughed immoderately, but Lily wept ; where* 
at Tiger disclaimed doing it^ in his imperfect way, and seemed 
greatly distressed ; but when the child placed Tiger by the 
fiun-flower, and gave him to understand it was like him, and 
then pointed to the flowers, and showed they were like her 
own sweet self, poor Tiger knelt down before them, and 
spread his huge hands protectingly over them, and looked 
up as he knelt, into the face of the fair child, with so much 
reverence and love, that even the gay-hearted Julia wofi 
affected, and murmured : 

" We art fearfully and wonderfully made/' 
Oh how this touch of mysticism endeared Julia to my 
heart. How it seemed to reveal new shades of lovelineH*, and 
how I thought she was another Bertha in embryo, ami the 
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world a charmed paradise for her presence. But when I 
turned to say all this and more, I found her in the midst of 
the strawberries, her lips deeper dyed from the fruit, and 
she sucking the ends of her fingers like a school-^1. I for- 
got mysticism, everything but her surpassing earth-love- 
liness. 
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CHAPTER XXTIL 

Bdl chiefly women, whom mj veice did waken 

From their cold, carelesB, willing davery — 

Sought me. Shellet. 

I MUST now return to Bertha. The valley through which 
the Neversink winds its way was undergoing great changes^ 
und yet so all in harmony with the place, that art rathe^ 
lent a helping hand to nature than obscured her beauties. A 
small stream that found itseff in the valley, on its way froih 
the mountain, had been tamed through an arch, and now 
sparkled nprwaf d, at the will of the architect, in a beautiful 
fountain. Over this fountain had been constructed a stone 
structure, in the form of an octagon, consisting of as many 
^arches. Roof, there was none ; but from the top of the 
arches sprang reaches of stone, concentering to a dome-lik6 
centre, sufficiently large to hold the ashes of Nathan Undcr- 
hill, which were removed hither. Around this was wrought 
in stone, " The gift of Nathan Underhill." Ivy had been 
planted with great care at the base of the arches, and 
was already beginning to shade and beautify the spot. The 
water was so adjusted that it might flow in soft murmurs 
beneath the dome — ^falling from terrace to terrace, until it 

11 
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mingled with the river, or force itself out through the trellis- 
work of the dome, and was wasted in mist and rainbows. 

The effect of this mausoleum — at once light, graceful and 
sombre — affected me with inexpressible melancholy. Often, 
as I stood beneath it, and looked up to the sky, which 
showed a single circle of blue, traversed by fret-work of 
stone, with the festoons of ivy dropping from the arches, 
a terrible pang shot through my heart, and I felt that 
Bertha had symbolized the man, when she devised his 
sepulchre. There was the bold, strong, massive, stone-like 
nature — there was the indestructible arch, revealing the 
unescapable destiny — ^the pointed arch, showing that he 
struggled manfully — ^but the iron law, also, which at length 
bound him in. There was the dark ivy clinging to the arch — 
Nathan Underhill was not the man of the future, but the 
man of the past and the present — while beneath, and amid 
all, flowed a beautiful, pure fountain, like the waters of 
eternal Truth. "^ 

Yet was the spot most lovely — rare plants clustered 
about it, wb^-ch I could see were all in keeping with the 
place. The purple Michigan rose covered the trellis which 
lined the avenue to the fountain. The arbor vitse was 
trained into hedgeways, but ever as you removed from the 
mausoleum, the brighter sunshine played upon flowers of 
gayer aspect — and walks and arbors, covered with grapes, 
roses and woodbines, told of life full of cheer. 

When all was done, a slight fence of wire surmounted a 
stone base, and portals open for the people, made this the 
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great attraction of Beech Glen. Stone vases were placed " 
here and there, but no statuary — although tablets and 
inscriptions were not wanting. 

These grounds adjoin the garden of the parsonage, and 
Bertha now proposed that a small chapel, or whatever I 
might choose to caU it, should be built near the junction, 
for the purpose of instruction. 

" I could wish," said Bertha, " once a week, or oftener, 
to meet our people here. I will prepare readings, or lec- 
tures, upon such themes as shall best provoke thought and 
culture. And you, Ernest, will you not aid me — ^aid our 
women to think, feel, and act as women should, when so 
much of the world's destiny lies at their mercy ?" 

I winced after my old fashion. This looked like an 
encroachment upon my prerogatives, and seemed to imply, 
also, that my people needed teaching beyond what I was 
imparting to them. I think I reddened. I know I looked 
foolish ; for the mean feeling in the soul, however disguised, 
will impart itself to the face. But Bertha went on with a 
serene sweetness : 

" In the pulpit the clergyman is not altogether free. Ho 
is confined to a round of prayers and labors, that often have 
little effect in elevating or ennobling his people. I desire 
this little temple to be a spontaneous offering to Qod, where 
the form shall be more or less elaborate, as the spirit of true 
worship is realized within us. I would have it decorated 
with flowers. I would have it sacred to all that is pure and 
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beautiful. No man or woman should enter it with fbul feet, 
or desecrate it by a spitv** 

I smiled, and Bertha opened her eyes in her earnest way* 

" You will make your little temple holier than our place 
of worship," I said. 

" Assuredly I would. It must be dedicate to the deep 
est sentiment of truth and beauty. The speaker must pre* 
sent the best example of taste* Ernest, I would not have 
even you enter this temple in the every day suit of black, 
with a slight tinge of rust." 

I reddened again, but Bertha did not see.it* 

" But I would have you wear a robe of lawn-*^for I am 
persuaded that in elevating a people, the dress of the teacher 
is of no mean import.'^ 

And so, under the shadow of the mountain, grew a lovely 
temple designed by Bertha— a sort of portico, consisting 
of colonnades surrounding a circular building, terminating in 
a dome, through which the light entered, softened by ground 
glass. A delicate stand, like the unfolding of a white scroll 
faced with crimson, composed the speaker's desk-cleaving 
the person in full perspective— while vases filled with flowers 
ornamented the shafts and niches of the wall. 

When all was completed. Bertha, at the close of the Sab* 
bath exercises, with my permission, explained her plan to 
the people. There was much staring, some whispering, and 
attempted tossings of the head, amongst the feminine portion 
of the congregation, but the calm earnestness of Bertha at 
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length allayed prejudice, and I had the mortification to see 
that her lectures were better attei^ded than my own. 
Women had learned to understand somewhat of the pure, 
unselfish nobleness of her character, and sought her 
teachings from a genuine interest. She taught them botany, 
horticulture — she suggested new modes of industry, improve- 
ments in housekeeping — ^in dress. She gave them higher sub- 
jects for thought, and encouraged them to question her. 
Soon old and young, men and women, learned to prepare 
eagerly for Bertha's days in the pretty rotunda : indeed 
nothing could be more picturesque than her audience, in their 
improved costume, garlanded with flowers, and their faces 
wreathed with content. She looked, also, to the embroidery 
of the maidens, and the work of the matrons ; for her 
auditors were encouraged to bring their knitting or needle- 
work with them, except upon evenings when the lecture was 
general. 

And here I may as well confess — I am not as spiri- 
tual as in days past. Since my passion for Julia has 
assumed shape, and I am an accepted lover, I am losing 
sight of my great plans, and if the truth must be told, am 
growing a little ashamed of my former visionary enthusiasm, 
as I am now apt to call it. I think sometimes, with a sort 
of shudder, that this is a retrograde state — that I may be 
likened to the Israelites, who longed for the rich porticoes, 
the luscious fruitage, and sunny atmosphere of Egypt, and 
thus despised divine aliment. 

In the meanwhile the cultivation of flowers, recommended 
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by Bertha — ^the readings which she has established — the 
discussions in which she has engaged my people, are all 
working a marked change amongst us. There is greater 
gentleness and sweetness of manner beginning already to 
prevail. Books are in greater demand, and the gaudy rib- 
bons and unmeaning knots and bows which disfigured the 
women, are yielding to a more tasteful and simple display. 

* 

Bertha has done more in a few months than I have done in 
years of labor. She has seemed to pour oil upon the troubled 
waters of Beech Glen — and all has become not only peace- 
ful, but harmonious. 

All this is well for the people, but how for me, who 
should have done this lovely work myself I I am ill at ease ; 
Julia, too, is thoughtful; I imagine her fine spirits are 
deserting her ; that she sees into the state of things in the 
parsonage, and inwardly condenms me. Alas I my own 
conscience has done so already. 

Bertha is the true genius of Beech Glen. She sees into 
the souls of others. She does not wait for others to move 
first ; but, no matter how great the wrong, her clear voice 
and wise counsel are freely imparted and the evil disappears. 
Lily lives in the soul of Bertha ; and I find, also, even Tiger 
goes to the fountain to hear the wind sigh through the arches, 
and sits on the steps of the temple listening to the beautiful, 
womanly cadences of Bertha's voice, as if spell-bound by the 
music of an Ariel. 
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CHAPTER XXVin. 

Only bend thy knee to me — 
Thy wooing shall thy winning be. 

Phineas Flstoher. 

We sat together, Julia and I, looking off into the 
western sky, where the dying day went down in purple and 
gold. I held her hand in mine. It did not thrill beneath 
my touch — she was calm, still, thoughtful. She seemed to 
be enough in herself, and to have no word for me. Every 
vestige of her pretty coquetry, which so often annoyed and 
yet enamored me, was laid to sleep. 

" Do you love me, Julia V I had asked the question a 
thousand times, and as many times had my heart thrilled to 
the simple, "I love thee," and yet the question and the 
answer were always nevr. For the Julia of yesterday, and 
the Julia of to-day were never the same, and each time 
that I said, " Lovest thou me," and she replied, " I love 
thee," was as a new revelation. And now as we thus sat, 
and I said, " Do you love me ?" she made no reply, but kept 
her eyes fixed upon the purple sky as it leaned over the 
mountain, to look its last upon our beautiful valley. 

At length she turned her eyeft full upon mine, and slowly 
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Q, smile of inefifable beaaty gathered upon her fiwe^ The 
depth, the fulness of the answer would have more than con- 
tented me at another time,, but now I was so absorbed in 
her that words, words of rapture, volumes cf love's deli- 
cious vocabulary would have been insufficient to meet the 
great needs of my being, I was moved even to tears, and 
said, — 

'' Julia, no w(»nan can love as a man can love." 

" No, but she loves as woman can, Ernest," 

" Julia, woman's love is as a blossom upcm the wall, or 
sunshine in the valley — ^beautiful, but fleeting — ^yielding to 
other necessities, blending into other emotions \ while man 
loves as the oak must love its kind, as the mountain rooted,, 
and the sea inexhaustible. It would shatter a woman — 
$h6 would be consumed like the beautiful one who demanded 
a Jove, armed with the thunderbolt." 

" Ah, Ernest, you are a poet, and Bertha is a sibyl," and 
she gave me a look so penetrating, that the shadowy 
Bertha, pedestalled in my heart, seemed to step outwards 
to confront her. 

" Why, Julia, do you name Bertha ?" 

Again she was silent — and again my poor perplexed soul 
struggled for clearness. At length Julia laid her hand 
softly into mine, and whispered — 

" My friend, I love thee." 

She had never before called me friend. . I had never 
before seen her cheek pale, and her lip tremble as now ; 
never before had I seen her weep. Ten thousand times 
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dearer did these tears make her to my heart. Ten thou- 
sand issnes of love waited their advent. 

^' Oh, too oonTincing, dangerously dear, 
In woman^s eye, the unanswerable tear,'^ 

I mnrmnred, reverently kissing her hand — but Jnlia was now 
as calm as Bertha is calm, and she sat lookii^ at me with a 
sweet, sad look, that went to my heart, while a myriad of 
thoughts mshed like an armed host through my brain. 

Why do I love Julia better for her tears ? I asked 
myself. Is it that tears are a tribute to our supremacy ? 
Is it that tears give us a new sense of the dependence of 
woman ? Is it that it is a revelation of her tenderness, her 
subordiaation ? 

No, no ; it is something holier than this. It is the reve- 
lation of her child nature to ud — ^it is the fall transfigura- 
of womanhood which we behold. We have seen, it may be, 
the masculine within her, by which she competes intellectu- 
ally and morally with us ; we have seen the woman in its 
self-reliance, and the consciousness of its worlds of enchant- 
ment ; and now she weeps, and the lonely child-womsLH is 
b6folre us — ^the baby Cupid of Venus — and we yearn to shelter 
what may be even then stronger than ourselves ; we long to 
protect that, which, in time, may overshadow ourselves. 
Yet is this the last triumph of the divine passion ; and the 
tear, the testimony of weakness ; the cross to the smUe, 
achieves the last conquest of love. 

I have seen Bertha weep, but hers were more than human 

11* 
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tears — they awed me as before the agonies of a God. But 
Julia's tears were all human — ^all lovely — and I trembled 
and adored with human emotions. Scarcely conscious of 
the import of what I was to say, I said : " Julia, do you 
remember what Goethe's Lothario says of Aurelia — * Alas I 
sht was not lovely when she loved.^ But thou, Julia — ^loTe 
makes thee more transcendently lovely." 

"Not lovely, because love was not her true element, 
Ernest. Passion belonged to her ; but love, which is so 
serene, so vast, so eternal, was too great for the character 
of Aurelia. She had one absorbing passion for her 
lover — ^but no great sovl, refposing^ swimmmg, undtUating in 
depths of the empyrean essence. Love with her was the thou 
and I, not the blending of spheres, adjusted to eternal harmo- 
nies — the one love out of the soul of love. It was the birth of 
the all-knowing ; it was not the all-pervading, the glowing, 
translucent seraph." 

" Thou art Bertha," I murmured involuntarily. 

Julia's cheek turned to an ashy paleness. She half arose 
from her chair, sat down, and then gave way to a flood of 
tears — so profuse, and blent with sobs so deep, that I had 
no word of comfort to utter, because the cause was utterly 
hidden from me. 

I took her hand in mine. It had become deathly cold — 
" Julia, tell me, Julia — am I the cause of these tears — have 
I pained thee? Tell me wherein I have erred." And I 
sank upon my knees, as before the holiest shrine of the 
Infinite. 
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She grew calm, and without any movement other than 
dropping her handkerchief from her eyes, she looked down 
upon me with a look of inefifable tenderness. 

" No, Ernest, thou art not the cause. It is God. It is 
Nature. It is well — well for you ; but oh my God I what 
for me?" 

I knew not what to say. I comprehended not this mood 
of hers. 

She went on in a trembling, low voice, just one remove 
from a whisper : 

" Ernest, you are a poet — Bertha is even greater than a 
poet, if earth can afford a greater. All must love such who 
have the power to love what is beautiful — the soul to rever- 
ence what is great. Ernest, I love you. Hear me — I love 
you — even from the very depths of my soul, I love 
you." 

How grandly beautiful looked Julia as she uttered this — 



she, with her full, luxuriant beauty, her bright, impassioned 
eyes, and low, fervent voice — and yet my heart sank within 
me, for never had she seemed so spontaneously abandoned 
in her glorious expression of sympathy with me. And while 
she uttered the words I most wished to hear, my prophetic 
soul divined that beneath them lurked a meaning deadly to 
my peace. 

Julia plays the harp exquisitely, and she touched its chords 
now with a glow of inspired passion, that forbade any reply 
on my part. The words gushed out with a wild fervor from 
her lips, and I beheld a Pythoness, rather than the indolent 
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coqaettish beauty. The song seemed to be adapted to the 
motto — 

" WHEN I AWAKE, I AM STILL WITH THEE." 

I wait the dawniDg of the opening day, 

Intent to mark how soft the light 
Steals blashing ft'om his crimson conch away, 

With purple curtains looping back the night ; 
And when the ruby glow fades into rose, 

Flecked with Dansaian gold, 
My ardent bosom inly glows, 
And all their pearly orbs unclose. 

Ah! linger not ou mountains cold. 
But like the roe, athirst and free, 
Oome thou enamored one to me. 

All my desponding doubts and sickly fears 

Flee in the radiance of thy smile. 
Which turns to rainbows all my gashing tears, 

As purple mists the mountain tops beguile. 
Oh, blessed morn I Oh, sweetest day arise. 

When, like the bounding roe, 
My love shall come with beaming eyes. 
Up from the bed where now he lies 

In coy disdain ; for well I know, 
By rapturing glow that steals me o'er. 
My love stands waiting at the door. 

I rise and let thee in. Ah I thy dear head 

Is wet with dew; thy amber locks 
Are damp and heavy in their golden thread. 

Ah I never more, when my beloved knocks, 
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Will I delay to ope the closed door, 

And Lim with kisses sweet, 
^tay till the shadows are no more — 
Stay him with apples from my store — 

With milk and honey stay his feet ; 
For my heloved grieves when I 
Fail his delighted feet to spy. 

" Julia," I whispered, overcome by the impassioned melo- 
dy of the singer — ^her hand dropped from the instrument, 
and without a word — with one wild glance of love and 
beauty — she glided from the room. 

For many days we scarcely met, and when we did so the 
sweet eyes of Julia were averted from me, while most of her 
time was passed in her own room. I laid bouquets at her 
door. I even ventured upon the unclerical act of a serenade 
under her lattice — ^for the moon was large and bright, and 
the stirring of airs " from the sweet South over a bed of 
violets," wrought delicious spells of sensuousness along my 
nerves. I, loving and beloved, saw no cause for cold- 
ness, nor estrangement, and I would not accept the aspect 
of grief ; therefore my words were of trust and tenderness, 
which I hoped might awaken a response. Touching my 
guitar yery lightly — for a clergyman is not supposed to have 
ordinary affections and poetic impulses, far less a serenading 
proclivity-^I sang in a low voice, as if fearful I should be 
heard, the following words : 
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SERENADE. 

Good night I 
Curtained lids, with fringes deep, 
Guard those dove-eyes in their slee]) — 

Downy Slnmber, till the light 
Softly gilds the eastern gate, 
By my lady's couch await. 

Good night I 

Good night I 
At thy casement I will chant 
Words that shall thy pillow haunt — 

Thou shalt languish with delight ; 
Dreaming sweet of lover dear, 
Dreaming soft of lover near. 

Good night! 

" Oh, these women 1" I muttered, as I caught a gleam of 
white muslin between the curtains — ^but Julia merely 
lighted a taper for a moment, and then all was hushed as 
before. I waited in the hope of some more tender recogni- 
tion. I looked for, at least, a rose from the many that 
clustered around her lattice, but none came. The night- 
bird sang " darkling " from the wild wood copse, the low 
chirp of the insect mingled with the faint stir of the 
summer leaves — ^the continuous flow of the water came ever 
and anon to the ear, while the whir of the bat added to 
the solemn voices of the night. Occasionally the bark of a 
dog, or the low of cattle, mistaking the hour, broke the still- 
ness and caused the nerves to tingle, and then all was hushed. 
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Weary with waiting, and oppressed with my emotions, I 
turned to enter the house, when a note fell at my feet. 

" Ernest, I am wiser than you will believe. I put by my 
own heart, that I may save yours. You will soon forget 
me, and God grant that you may do so. I shall leave you, 
and enter once more that world of vapid folly which claims 
mt ; while yov,^ Ernest, are privileged to walk heavenward, 
buoyed up by holiest duties. Sleep, best, dearest, and do 

not dream of 

" Julia." 

Of course I did just the contrary of the last injunction, 
and wasted half the night in reverie, and slept not till I had 
written a letter and poem to Julia, beseeching her to explain 
this new freak, if freak it were — ^this inexplicable mood. 
She returned them to me blistered with her tears. 

In the meanwhile I was miserable in the extreme. 
Conscious of neglect in my parochial routine, or rather 
going through it as a routine divested of all vitality, I 
felt like a machine more than like a man. I worked exter- 
nally. I was like one of those mountains thinly crusted 
with lava, beneath which rolls a volume of liquid fire. I 
knew all that transpired in my parish, but knew it only in 
half my faculties. I even found that I stepped with cau- 
tion, lest the state of my mind should be revealed. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

Is it well to wish thee happy?— having known me — ^to deoline, 
On a range of lower feelings and a narrower heart than nua& 

Tknntbon. 

While I was indulging this frame of mind, or rather 
found it impossible to be at rest with myself, I took my way 
to the " Underbill Fountain," for so people call the mauso- 
leum of Nathan Underbill. The full flush of summer being 
now upon us, the foliage is abundant, and kept fresh by the 
dew of the falling waters. I found a small bench had been 
recently placed amid a cluster of vine^, and a stone tablet 
sustained a beautiful vase of the same material. Around 
the marge of the cup was wrought, " I will give thee to 
drink." 

"Yes, gall and wormwood," I muttered to myself, 
" Whoever loves aught born of woman, must drink this to 
the dregs." 

"Nay, Ernest, nay" — said the sweet voice of Bertha. 
" The wormwood we drink is the chalice of our own pas- 
sions commended to our lips. We are not in harmony with 
ourselves — with the universe — and, therefore, do we drink 
of the cup of trembling. Look, if there were no rock there 
would be no shadow for the weary ; if there were no valley, 
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there would be no mountain of triumph ; if there were no 
grief-imparting women, there were no love— no joy — there 
would be no voice but for the sometime silence. Beauti- 
ful friend, I will pray the Father, and he will send the 
Comforter." 

As she glided past me she descended the three stefps that 
lead to the fountain, leaped across the space, and was lost in 
the shad(/9fs of the garden. 

" Nathan Underhill loved a spirit, a cold, intellectual 
abstraction, and there he lies, cut down in his manhood, 
sleeping to the requiem of the waters, and honored in his 
untimely sepulture like Jonathan upon the mountains of 
Gilboa. Said I not, we drink the cup of bitterness in lov- 
ing woman? But alas! for Bertha. Does she hold to 
vigils and prayers by his tomb ? Does she, panoplied in 
her true nobleness, scare away the night-owl and the 
intruder while she goes up and down these grounds, sacred 
to the dead? What is life? what is the hufnan heart? 
Do we pursue but phantoms, worship but projections fror 
ourselves — chase ideals, and pine like the youth to be 
reabsorbed into the soul of nature, because our desires cen- 
tre in ourselves ? Oh, death, death ! eternal death were 
better than this." 

I had said all this aloud, for in certain states of feeling 
the utterance of words audibly is a relief; and now I was 
about to retire when I was conscious that Julia stood by my 
side. 

" Ernest," she said, " I followed you here, because here 
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I can say what must pass between us, and I pray you, dear 
Ernest, forgive the pain I have caused you. My mind has 
not been clear. I fdt rather than thought. But I have 
become so clear that now I will talk." 

She seated herself upon the bench, and all the witcheries 
of her voice and eyes worked their spell about me, and I 
felt that I would peril my very soul to call her mine. I 
knew this to be impious. I knew that atonement must be 
made. 

" Heaven bless you, Julia. Your mood has been inex- 
plicable to me, but now it is past, and you are more than 
ever dear to me. Do you love me, Julia ? Say a thousand 
times, * I love thee,' for my heart bleeds for the assurance. 
It is skeptical, and weighed with self-distrust. It is weak, 
and needs upholding. It is far from God — ^far from peace.'' 

" Ernest, take the assurance into your deepest heart. I 
love you, Ernest. I will not disguise one shadow of the 
truth from you or from myself. I love you, Ernest. I 
would the very heavens might repeat the words." 

We wept together — and now a terrible jealousy took pos- 
session of my mind. I could not bear to think that any 
other human being had felt the touch of her hand, or the 
pressure of her cheek. I would have had her like the frost 
flower upon the heights of Jura, or a lily in some pathless 
desert ; and I would climb the peak for this gift of the cold 
moon. I would penetrate the wilderness to gather this 
out-breathing of the waters. Is there soul enough in woman, 
I said, in my returning pride — ^is there soul enough in woman 
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to redeem her even from a single stain ? Filled with these 
thoughts, I said : 

" Ah, Julia, you love me, but love is the amusement of 
woman. You have loved before — and many times. 
Women, children love you; and no man approaches you 
unscathed. What can homage like mine signify to such 
a being ? Nothing, Julia — ^nothing but for its virginity. / 
never loved hefore.^^ 

" I never loved as now,^' she answered in a low voice. 
" Are you happy, Ernest ?" 

" No, Julia, no ; my passion is too profound for happiness. 
It stirs my being too deeply. You are a creature to absorb 
Jhe life-blood. I half doubt if there be not a tinge of hatred 
mingled in my devotion — a spice of black spirit, that might 
lead me to crime." 

" Bertha leads up to the angels of God," answered Julia. 

" Why do you name her, Julia ? There is that about 
Bertha which is akin to the basilisk — I wither in her pres- 
ence. Are you jealous of Bertha ? that you call her to my 
mind." 

" No, Ernest. I know my own power — ^my own worthiness 
too well for jealousy. But, Ernest, I have thought much 
of late. Your love is not well for you. You do not write 
— you do not study — ^you do nothing in life." 

" No, nothing but love. Be mine, then, Julia — be mine, 
and then I will win fame, glory. I will do a great work in 
the world." 

" You would be cured of your love through marriage, in 
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order to begin your work. You would make me a potsherd, 
that you may be exalted to the altar." 

" Julia 1" 

" Nay, Ernest, I have learned of Bertha to analyze. I 
have learned new dignities through her." 

I knew in my heart these women were right. I knew 
that selfishness is too often at the base of what we call love. 
I knew, also, that women have an under-current of discon- 
tent, which neither they nor we understand ; and I saw that 
Julia had revealed the key to it. I was silent. 

"No, dear Ernest. Ours would be but a dissevered life. 
We have little in common. I feel it, Ernest." 

" And yet you love me 1" 

" Deeply, entirely, Ernest, with my whole heart." 

" And I — I do nothing but love you, Julia. I am miser- 
able without you." 

" My dear, best friend," she replied, " this is not well — 
this is not true. It annihilates — it neutralizes you. It is 
destructive, ruinous. I am in God^s place to you." 

" Be mine, then, Julia. Be my wife and all will be well. 
We will live a charmed life — a life of poetry." 

" Ernest, hear me. I know not why, but my instincts tell 
me this would not be a true marriage. It may be pride. I 
know not what it is. But I feel that you are to ascend to 
greater heights, while I should be but as a stepping-stone. 
Once yours-7-and I know your nobleness — ^your beauty of 
life — you would be tender, honorable, devoted, generous — 
but I am as exacting as yourself. A wife should not 1 o a 



Xaritippe to scourge a man into virtue, and I am not one to be 
a household convenience* I must reign wholly in the heart 
of the man I marry* He must iove rmas he can no otTwt 
huffion bHTig^ even ^ I do not regard him in the same ligh^^ 
and knowing he so loved me, would render vows, otherwise 
repugnant to me, binding and endurable*" 

" What do you mean, Julia ? I do not comprehend a 
Word you are saying. Yon could never be a Xantippe." 

Julia laughed in spite of her grave mood, and added in a 
playful ton«> 

" I won't be the occasion of virtue or greatness in my hus- 
band. He must be himself in spite of mej or I should 
despise him. Marriage should be the crowning beauty of 
life, not its routine. I will not be a medium for any of the 
graces to you^ Ernest.^' 

" Beautiftd epicurean, exquisite voluptuary. You would 
have me a honne houche ready for the swallowing.'^ 

" Just so — ^rea'dy made, without my gilding." 

^^ I am that already, Julia* Take me> I make no resign 
tance.^' 

'* Yes, Ernest is that now ; but the wife of Ernest should 
leave him no chance for side thoughts. The one who Would 
be his wife must be very sure that the world does not hold 
a wom&n greater or lovelier than herself." 

There was this sentimental tendency to swindle— this 
monopolizing infirmity of mine, fairly exposed to view I 
What could I do ? What could I say ? I said what I felt 
and thought at the time. 
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" Julia, earth does not hold a being loveliei* than yourself. 
You are a woman in life and soul. Even the pretty curve 
of the hair over your brow — the incipient lisp — the slightly 
uncertain step — are all womanly. You are inconceivably 
beautiful to me, Julia* Your thoughts, emotions— all are 
womanly." 

She interrupted me ; but there was a lovely humidity in 
the eye — a soft sigh, and a tender smilC) that no words could 
describe. 

"Ernest, you are a poet, and must be loved. Do you 
believe I love you, Ernest ? I would have you know this 
fuUy." 

" Well, what then, Julia ?" 

" I cannot, will not marry you." 

I started to my feet. "Julia, this is all folly. You 
must — shall be mine. Loving me, who else could — should 
call you wife ?" 

Again she burst into one of her paroxysms of passionate 
weeping, and I reviled myself as the cause. 

" Ernest," she said, " Bertha is too noble to die of love. 
I can be generous — ^I am too weak." 

" Now, Julia, you are a double sphinx. If woman's nature, 
in its greatness, is so little to be comprehended, we must 
thank God that the majority are the poor, vapid things they 
are." I said this sternly, bitterly. 

" I know myself, Ernest. I have a touch of something — 
I know not what it is — do not care. It is that which 
makes the shape of the serpent beautiful to me " — and she 
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showed a bracelet <^ the kind upon her wrist — ^** the glitter 
of steel in the hands of another is firightfnl to me. Bat look 
here I in my own hands, it is a fascination,'^ and she took a 
small dirk firom beneath her girdle, and held the glittering 
point in the moonlight " It is that which makes the power 
of the horse terrific. Bat give the reins into my own hands, 
and I am fall of exaltation. I confront onescapable danger 
with a strong courage, bat recoil indolently from it^ 
approach. In a word, I am a great coward and a small 
tyrant." 

" Creatnre of fascination," I murmured, " and you think 
to escape me." 

" Yes, Ernest ; and I will escape you. I hold the dirk — 
I carry the reins with you — and yet entirely do I love 
you." 

I was awed at het magnificent femininity, as I had been 
by the magnificent womanhood of Bertha — and I felt in my 
heart each would make a law to which I must yield. 

I knew that what she had uttered was all true. The 
intensity of the priestess consumed the offerings of the wor- 
shipper. I was but an over-grown boy. I should be but a 
poor slave, turned hither and thither at the caprice of this 
all-powerful beauty. She would glory in subjecting mo to 
her whims. She would overwhelm me with taunt and jest, 
and condemn me to the spindle of Omphale, or help me to 
luxury and inglorious ease. Oh, woman! woman I read 
yourself to us, that we may be wise above all recorded 
wisdom. 
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" julia/^ 1 said, "you hare been used to ieidulatioD, and 
you send out snares to win it»" 

" Ernest V' 

" Well, then, snares are about you — ^you have been used 
to power — and you do not scruple to subject a hannless 
country priest to your spells. You hare always been loyed, 
and therefore the sentiment is of little yalue to you." 

Again she wept, and said softly — " Ernest, do not do your 
own great nature the injustice to think you would love what 
would be all unworthy of your esteem. I seek but to protect 
myself. One of us must absorb the other. I have all th'd 
light artillery of my sex, and the skill to use it — ^I must 
enslave or be enslaved. I reverence you too much, Ernest, 
to do this with you." 

" There is something beneath this, Julia, which I id hoi 
understand." 

'''Time will make aU clear to you, Ernest**-^ ai^ so we 
walked homeward — I with a feeling as though something 
had been lost to me, yet with a conviction I might rM/oin 
it, and Julia talking of the days of her childhood — ^the years 
before we met,* when we each heard so much t)f the other. 
I was called the poet of the family ^-Hshe the belle and 
beauty. 

" How I wish I had known you in those days, Julia. 
Would you have loved me then? Would you have then 
refused to be my wife ?" 

" I know not. Thank God that we did not meet, Ernest. 
It is better as it is. I will marry some man of dollars and 
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cents, Ernest — some great, dull banker, whose soul is in his 
exchequer, and who wiU wonder and doat upon my beanty, 
and think my wits half-turned by sentiment ; but whom my 
lazy laugh and simplest kindness will bring to my feet. I 
shall have no scruple in playing upon his sensibilities. In-^ 
deed, I shall do him good service by giving him torment 
enough on earth to make him think of heaven." All this 
was uttered in a delicious, slow voice, with a half mocking 
smile. 

" You will do no such thing, heartless creature that you 
are. I will see to it you do not, by marrying you 
myself." 

" That is kind in you, Ernest." 

I was piqued at her ironical air, and said, " I do believe 
you are more than half devil, Julia." 

" I dare say," she answered, carelessly. " At any rate, 
I have so much of him, that I dare not marry you, Ernest. 
I should be the ruin of a sensitive nature ; I should be 
miserable with a thoroughly generous, consistent one* 
Indeed, you remember the story of 'Beauty and the 
Beast.* I do believe I want a sort of bear to carpy about 
with me, who would not be made wretched by my humors, 
and who would worship me with a kind of blind, never-wea- 
rying homage." 

" Julia, Julia, I cannot believe this is you." 

" It is I, nevertheless." 

** You in your worst aspect." 

" Our worst aspects are still ourselves." 

12 
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" But you could put all tWs by." 

" There you are, Emest ; I covet a blind homage. If I 
were a giant I should hate a dwarf ; not because he is 
mean, and weak, and little, but because it takes a dwarfs 
optics to spy out the defects in a giant's armor." 

" You will never be a wife, Julia." 

'* Assuredly I will, but not to a man of genius. I will 
be the appendage to a man high in o£Qce, who will show me 
off as he would his official insignia. I am proud and 
reliable — ^he will be sure that with all my beauty and love 
of homage, his name will iiever be compromised through me. 
Or I will condescend to wear the gems and rich robes of a 
merchant. Doing his wealth ample justice by my extrava- 
gance." 

" And yet you love me." 

She turned suddenly — ^the tears gushed to her eyes — she 
threw her arms about my neck, and gave me one kiss — ^that 
kiss — I will not describe it. In an instant she flew up the 
stairs, for we had entered the door at the moment, and I 
saw her no more that night. 
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CHAPdfER XXX. 

The child is father of the man. 



WORDSWORTB* 



I FELT the necessity of rousing myself from my state of 
mental disquiet, for the sacraments of the church were nigh 
at hand, and I looked with deep dread, lest I should go 
before my people, and stand up before God with a spirit 
unbecoming the occasion. I am religious both by nature 
and education, and my sense of order and love of the 
beautiful often cause me to regret the nakedness of our 
Puritanic worship, I am well aware that God is Spirit, and 
those who worship him must worship in the spirit. But the 
mind most freely alive to the sense of worship delights in 
form and ceremonial — incense and harmony, prostration and 
the Miserere, seem to be essential to that pure idealism, 
which exalts the standard of infinite holiness by multiply- 
ing the symbols of approach. 

I am sure this is a necessity in public worship, unless we 
are willing to see it decline. In our approaches to God in 
solitude we need none of these — ^but when we assemble our- 
selves together, each mem])er seems to bear the burden of 
his neighbor's guilt — a hidden, mysterious gloom hangs upon 
us, and an inner consciousness responds to the propriety of 
a ceremonial otherwise unmeaning. In this way it is that 
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the pore and innocent respond most deeply to the maguifr 
cent hymn of the " Dies Irse," and in this way it is, by 
creating a human dramatic interest, that the Roman Catho* 
lie religion takes sach a deep hold upon the mind. 

I had given notice that the sacrament of baptism woald 
be administered npon an appointed day ; and now I thought 
it best to take my. three children to the altar on this occa- 
sion. Bertha and Julia were both present when I 
announced my intention, and I added also that I must claim 
some aid ftom them, to see that the ceremonial was duly 
provided for. 

Julia having a preference to the Episcopal form, proposed 
that the children should be provided with god-mothers, who 
should present them at the altar. 

I observed that Willy immediately went to Julia, and 
whispered, that she must be his god-mother, and made sun- 
dry promises to behave well, and hold still, and be a first- 
rate boy on the occasion. 

Lily leaned on the knee of Bertha and sighed heavily, 
whereat Bertha parted the hair of the child from her brow^ 
and looked fondly at her, and then said— 

" TeU your thoughts, LDy." 
. " They haven't come yet," answered the child. 

" You are very true, Lily ; wait till you are clear." 

Then the child came to me, and looked into my face with 
a troubled air. 

" Papa, do you promise for me, that I shall always be 
good, and that I am partly to belong to the church ?" 
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"* Something like that, laly." 

By this time Will j was bj my side, aod watdung th6 
words of Lfly. 

" Idan^t know tckat ii wieans to be good,"" said Lily. 

" Not to lie, and steal, and swear," cried Willy, with an 
air of great promptitude and complacency. 

"No one does sach things, Willy, bat poor bodiea 
without home and Mends.*' 

Willy looked puzzled and rebuked also. 

" Jewish we didn't make promises in the world," con* 
tinned Lily. "I always want to do the very thing I 
promise not to do, and the thing I promise to do, I begin to 
think how I shall not do it." 

" Perrerse little girl," said I. 

" True woman, every inch a woman," said Julia, laughing 

gaily. 

" True spark of infinitude — tending spontaneously to the 
good — child of the new testimony ; rejecting the interdict, 
and responding to the * Do thou,' " said Bertha, caressingly 
bending her lovely eyes upon the child, who had buried her 
face in her bosom. 

" 'Tis just so," said Willy, " whenever I promise to be 
good, I'm unhappy all the time ; but let me alone, and I 
somehow get along without doin' mischief — but make mo 
promise, and I want to sit right down and not stir at all, or 
go right off and do something bad. Father, I guess I 
won't join your church yet." 

After much talk and many explanations, the children 
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were brought to a better understanding of the case, and it 
was agreed that Bertha should present Lily ; and Julia, 
Willy, on the occasion. 

Lily remained exceedingly thoughtful, and as usual with 
her, transferred all her emotions to her doll-baby, Jennie — 
who now, more than ever, became the recipient of her meur 
tal frames. She told Jennie that a very solemn event was 
to transpire — that she was to be formally made over to God, 
and she must pray q.nd fast, and be very miserable, as 
church-people always were. She told her to draw down her 
mouth, and wrinkle up her forehead, and when she smiled 
make a face as if it hurt her ; and then Jennie was made to 
reply in a very pertinent manner, which her guardian 
affected to cut short by saying, "You are too little to 
know anything about it, and so you must think just as I tell 
you, Jennie." 

Bertha sat one day listening to this prattle of Lily's, 
when she, in a manner quite unusual with her,, began to 
talk of her own childhood. 

"What we were in leading strings we are in our mature 
life," she remarked. " There is nothing in ourselves to-day, 
the germ of which was not visible then. Education may 
modify, but it does not recreate. We feel that with our 
blood came the inheritance of gifts, and thus it is through 
blood that atortement or recondliatton is to be made — ^the blood 
of the races which shall eventually redeem our humanity." . 

" Bertha, I do not comprehend your meaning ; but it 
seems to me like a denial of our most precious faith." 
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" Words are of little moment, Ernest. It seems to me we 
literalize and materialize quite too much. The Orthodox Jew 
looked for a Messiah seated upon an external throne. Lite- 
rally he had a right, from the words of prophecy, and the 
aspect of tradition, to expect this ; but the modern Orthodox 
Christian rejects this view of the ancient people, and yet 
clings to a belief in an external flow of blood, and a literal 
Cross, as the means of salvation. May not this, too, be aban- 
doned, and a more spiritual import,^ a higher insight be 
acquired in this also? May not redemption from evil be 
reached by man through the hereditary transmission of what 
is best in the nature of our humanity ? and thus, may it not 
be even literally true that we are redeemed through the 
flowing of blood ? Then, also, as to the doctrine of the 
Cross : do we yet understand its true internal sense ? 
Why should the Cross be one of agony ? why not rather 
one of glory and of triumph — the surrender in the indivi- 
dual of the mere grovelling to the higher attributes ? 

" The Crosi is the symbol of our humanity, just as the 
circle is the symbol of the universe. Look at it — there is 
the horizontal — the upright. The human being spreads out 
his arms, and behold, he forms the Cross. Look at the 
snake I he undulates level with the earth. He has neither 
arms, nor wings, nor legs to raise himself from his prone 
condition. He bites the earth, he licks the dust — he absorbs 
its juices f and generates its poisons. His voice is cadenceless — just 
the lowest and harshest remove from utter silence. He glides 
in and out, and threads his subtle way noiselessly, search- 
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ingly, purposely, and all tcithotU am, a/ngle. He is the imper- 
sonation of vital matter ; the spirit of material wisdom ; 
the living lava-stream of gold, the net-work of rubies. JHe 
has lifCj hut riot keat—fasdnationf hut not love. He is the 
embodiment of material beauty, that lures and fascinates ; 
that fires the sense and deadens the soul. He is the god 
of the material, whose wills concentre in himself; and, one 
and all, he is the devil. 

Now, the serpent, this god of the material, is simply a 
vertebra. Take this vertebra prone to the earth, this hori- 
zontal line of the serpent, and place the perpendicular to it, 
which is the vertebra of a man, and you have the image of 
the Cross. You have the shape for a man — ^a god, if you 
will. Thus, when the Egyptian-nurtured Moses lifted up 
the serpent, he symbolized the lifting up of the spiritual over 
the material. He showed, by an outward sign, whose 
import he could but shadow forth, that the upright or 
spiritual man must be lifted, and must cross the prone 
material man, who licks the dust of the lower senses. 

The horizontal vertebra is a serpent. The perpendicular 
vertebra, a man ; and here is the true Cross ; and thus, in 
the One holiest and loveliest, were all these things exhibited 
as an outward sign. We have the agony of the sweat, as it 
were, of great drops of blood, in our suffering humanity ; 
we have the feet that spurn the horizontal earth ; the hands 
that grasp for the eternal, triumphant good — penetrated 
also with the anguish of the nails that would fasten us to 
the-present and the sensuous. We have the dying thirst for 
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liTing ir&ters ; the pnsecKd piD uid rific^ar of wc^dly 
disappointment, tiS ibt Terr G<^ vitliiii us cdcs to th« 
Unseen, My Gfod ! mx God T 

No wonder, I thoxigit, tliat oar pec^e listen to this 
woman as to a prc^ihet. Trae or not tme^ she ntters her 
deep conrictions with the rerereDce of inspiration, and 
thonsands most and will believe her. 

Bertha went on. *' Xatnre herself abhors the plain, and 
she giyes ns the mountain, which is the Cross to it. Man, 
also, in his highest art, aims to raise structures that shall 
counteract the horizontal, and he flings the beautiful arch 
to span river and valley ; the heavenly dome uprises ; the 
taper obelisk points a finger upward, and the stately tower 
breaks the line of vision with battlement and turret ; while 
far back in the ages the infant man projected the pyramid 
to be like the everlasting hills, a Cross to the plain." 

" But, Bertha," I said, ** you are taking away all the dog- 
mas of the Pulpit — you will leave us nothing to expound." 

" Love, eternal goodness — the life and sayings of Him who 
represented, in His own great, beautiful life, the ultimate in 
which our teachings tend — surely, Ernest, Hubjocts like thene 
are exhaustless. The true believer does not ask a v.riHH\, 
but only for those instructions of truth which will Htrongtheii, 
and ennoble, and beautify the life. Tell me, Kmont, nre wo 
not stickling for forms ^ when we Hhould rather Ke^^k for light? 
Do we not uphold conventional virtue, when the mjuI </f infi* 
nite love and divine purity is hidden from im ? A re we U4fi 
as literal and as gross as the Jew? And do we iKri 

12* 
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persecute, rail at, and abuse those wio reject the common 
faith, as cruelly and as vindictively as they ?" 

" True, Bertha ; but these opinions were not yours in 
childhood. You were bred fully in our orthodox faith, I 
have heard you say." 

" Yes, but I protested against these doctrines, even then. 
The spirit asserts itself always, if we are true to its moni- 
tions. I had an inner consciousness that rejected evil, and 
suffering, and death, as things that could not touch the soul. 
As I sit listening to Lily, I seem to revive my own child- 
hood. I seem to see myself again, with my household of 
dolls, and I, enacting my little life-drama with these puppets. 
Strange spiritual and metaphysical teachings did these dolls 
receive ; and they were a numerous family ^ each one being, as it 
were, an image of the state of my mind ; hence I loved these 
little rag creations, made with my own fingers, and ma^de a 
little answering shape to some souHife of mine, better than the 
stiff, hard doll, of wood or wax, that sat in state, a great 
unloved fixture in my play-house. I revive with infantile 
delight these child-ideals, and the grave, intellectual subtle- 
ties I used to pour into their dumb senses. Oh ! the pro- 
found abstractions, the dramatic episodes, and terrible pas- 
sions of which they became the recipients. I was light as 
a fairy, and used to personate angels flying from heaven, 
bearing a gift-child for me to love ; and I did love it, really 
teaching it all I knew, and training its moral sense just in 
proportion as I myself grew. 

" But I am growing very egotistic," she coAtinued, 
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checking herself, with a slight blush upon her lovely 
cheek. 

" Go on ; pray go on," said Julia. " I too recall my child- 
hood, and see that what I was then I am now — ^my grief 
as real, and more oppressive, because I was more impatient 
of control ; for from the first I was restive under authority " 
— and Julia laughed ; but it was a sweet, timid laugh, which 
gave me a new phase of her character. But this was indeed 
a revelation of Bertha to us, such as I had never dreamed 
of beholding ; and now I found it difficult to think that 
Bertha had ever been a child — that thought had grown in her 
mind as it does in the minds of others — and I was well 
pleased to find this full-grown Minerva had once been a babe, 
and a growing child like ourselves. 

" I pray you go on. Bertha, and tell of all your younger 
days and early loves," I said. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

Sabrina fair I 
Listen where thou art sitting 

Under the glossy, cool, translucent wave. 
In twisted braids of lilies knitting 
The loose train of thy amber-dropping hair. 

Milton. 

From the realms of " Shadow Land " 
I see thee mid the orient's kindling bloom, 
With mystic lilies gleaming in fhy hand. 

Sarah Helen Whitman. 

Thus urged by us all, Bertha continued in a musing tone, 
unlike her ordinary purpose-like manner : — " I sometimes 
think there are tides, ebbs and flows, to the human soul, as 
there are tides in the air and sea. We are conscious of an 
accumulation of thought — of a steady increase of emotion — 
as if the ocean-drift, as it were, forced by concentrate cur- 
rents, impelled us, we know not how, or why ; and we awake 
and find ourselves landed upon some terra incognita^ uncon- 
scious of how we were brought hither. I feel a strange 
loosening of the tongue, which restores my childhood to me 
with renewed tenderness. Childhood is no more a happy 
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period to us than any other portion of our life. Indeed, my 
own emotions were at that time so disproportioned to my 
years, that to me it seems a sorrowful period." 

" Aye," said Julia, " but we love the time because of its 
innocence." 

" In life we have a problem to solve. We have a purpose 
to gain — a race is to run — and if we are travel-stained, it is 
better thus than to be ignorant, and passive, and inert. It 
seems to me, a heart kept to its purity, affections longing 
for the good, desires centering in the divine, are the results 
to be obtained by the turmoil and struggles of life ; and the 
state thus reached by a hearty grasp of life, is a higher one 
than that innocence which is but ignorance." 

" And yet this innocence is very heavenly. I wish daily 
I could be a boy once more," I answered, after a pause. 

"The reminiscent state is a poor one. The man should 
be more joyous than the rAUd. The heights we climb should 
make the shadows of the valley grow painful to us." 

" But tell us of your childhood, will you not. Bertha ? 
Tell us of your boy-lovers. The loves of childhood are so 
sweet and single-hearted," said Julia. 

" My chUdhood was what is ordinarily regarded as a 
happy one. Health, and culture, and competence, were 
mine. Ours was an old family — with heir-looms of silver, 
heavy brocades, high-heeled shoes, and courtly costumes ; 
old cabinets with secret drawers, and full of family histories. 
There were broad-swords, and priestly implements, also, and 
stately portraits, belonging to our ancestry. I was full of 
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curiosity to learn the history of these relics. I tired every- 
body with my questions — I masqueraded the house in those 
antique robes. Indeed, my pertinacious spirit of inquiry 
would have made me a sore trial in the household, but for a 
certain winningness, I may call it, which made me a general 
favorite. I danced and sang, and improvised — all in a spon- 
taneous manner, as far removed from affectation as vanity.'' 

The continuous flow of Bertha's voice, so delicious in its 
intonation, had lured Willy even to her side, while Lily took 
a seat at her feet, and more than once she kissed the hand 
of the speaker. I turned my eyes upon Julia, and met hers 
fixed upon mine, with a look so intense and penetrating that 
the blood rushed to my face. That blush, I do not under- 
stand it. What lurking spirit was it, startled in its sanc- 
tuary, or slinking into secresy, that thus became manifest ? 
Bertha continued — 

" My masses of long, golden brown hair ; my strange 
eyes — ^people always called them strange — attracted atten 
tion. Then my temper, though vivacious and wilful, was 
never obstinate. If I was called beautiful, or a little angel, 
it never excited my vanity ; the words seemed to express 
something in and through me, which I felt instinctively must 
be holy. The Saviour, I knew, had blessed little children, 
just as he had commended the blossoms of the field ; and it 
seemed that children, being of the kingdom of heaven, must 
be loved as such. An evil disposed child filled me with ter- 
ror. I could not comprehend such a manifestation, and 
used to cast about wildly to discover the cause. 
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" I was a sort of supernumary conscieuce for the whole neigh- 
borhood. If man, woman, or child committed what I 
regarded as a sin, I made the person the subject of long 
continued prayer, in proportion to the offence. I used to tell 
children, they need not be unhappy any longer than sufficed 
to ask God's forgiveness for the wrong they had done, for 1 
would pray the Father for them, and He would hear rm^ and 
bless and forgive them. 

" I remember an old sailor, familiarly called, Uncle Zeke, a 
good-natured, reckless, swearing, drunken wretch, who 
always had some pretty name for me, such as * Lady-bird,' 
* Little Red Riding Hood,' and * Queen of the East,' or 
the like, cost me years of vigils and prayers. I was greatly 
scandalized to find no amendment in him. One day I went 
to him with tears in my eyes, and told him the wrestlings I 
underwent in his behalf. I shall never forget the way in 
which he rolled his quid over in his mouth, and the gratified 
air he put on. Indeed, it was more an air of triumph that 
quite mastered his drunken fit. 

" 'Now, look here, neighbors and messmates. Nobody 
cares for Uncle Zeke ; nobody cares for the drunken sailor. 
The minister doesn't pray for him ; respectable people steer 
clear of him ; but look here — Uncle Zeke '11 sail into port 
ahead of you all, convoyed by this here angel,' and he burst 
into a fit of tears, that quite overcame me, and caused me 
to redouble my efforts to reclaim him." 

Lily kissed her hand tenderly, and again I met the same 
penetrating look from Julia, at which I blushed as before ; 
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but Bertha, confident of our interest by the wrapt attention 
we gave her, continued her reminiscences. 

" I was the pet of philosophers, and poets, and artists, and 
thinkers of every kind, who listened to my little question- 
ings and improvisings with delight. I afterwards learned — 
though even at that time I had so little self-consciousness 
that I never once remembered that I was a child, and was 
unaware that I talked beyond my years — ^I was treated 
with the utmost reverence ; school girls might pinch my 
plump shoulders, or pull my long curls ; but no such liberties 
ever came from the other sex, who rarely ever kissed my 
forehead, never my lips. I had an instinctive self-subsis- 
tence, and a pride that appeared in the tone of my being, 
rather than in any marked expression of it. I disliked to 
tell my little griefs, although sympathy was pleasing to me, 
from a consciousness that people did not reach inwa/rd to the 
true spirit of my griefs but responded to something which I did 
not regard at all; hence a supposed injury wounded me more 
in the recital than in the infliction of it." 

Here Lily stole to my side, and put her arm around my 
neck to whisper in my ear, 

'* Bertha's child soul was like mine, only, only she was 
wiser ; but then, you know, I don't care to be wise nor 
good." 

I was so intent in my listening that I motioned Lily to 
be quiet. 

Bertha continued, " I remember I used to avoid trains 
of thought, and speculations of various kinds^ with a vague 
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feeing of thdr bdi^ too Tmst for me. My mind w«s of 
that aocnmnUtiTe tiiid, by which I dreaded the growth of 
a new element, espedaBj if it were painfid in kind. I 
learned early to stop myself^ when I foond I was talking 
beyond the synqiathies of those aboat me, lest I shoold be 
left too moch to myself^ as I sometimes was ; childrai often 
saying petulantly, * I don't understand one word yon say,' 
and harsh people stopping me short with, * Hush np,^ which 
caused a sort of dismay in me. This taught me early to 
impersonate objects and ideas, that I might not feel lonely. 
When I did not dare to utter aloud my intuitions to a little 
companion, lest she should pronounce the oracle obscure, I 
would pour it all out to my doll baby, and feel greatly com- 
forted by so doing." 

" Had you no boy-lovers, Bertha ?" interrupted Julia. " I 
remember, when I was a little thing, I used to be delighted 
when, in playing forfeits, my boy admirers would redeem the 
whole forfeit of * kneel to the wittiest, bow to the prettiest, 
and kiss the one you love best,' to my little self. Ah mo 1 
I wish we didn't get used to admiration — the delight we 
feel at first soon passes off, and then it is a great bore." 

" Not quite, even to Julia," answered Bertha. " I think 
ail who are conscious of possessing any power, are fond of its 
acknowledgment." 

" But not for beauty. You do not value your beauty iu 
the least, I am sure," said Julia. 

" There you mistake me, Julia," Bertha replied in her own 
candid way. " Everybody calls you beautiful, Julia." ( I 
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obserred here that Julia let her head fall slightly to one 
side, and a sweet smile and flush stole over her face, and I 
thought she had never looked more enchanting.) " You 
look rich, and fresh, and seductive, even to me. Were I a 
man, I could not fail to love you." (Here Bertha turned 
her clear eyes to my face, and the blood mounted to my 
temples.) " For myself, poets and artists call me beautiful; 
but the conunon observer sees nothing in any way attractive 
in my looks." 

" But these are the highest authority. They would paint 
you for a Sibyl, me for a Yenus," whispered Julia to herself. 

" I am glad to suggest beauty always. I believe it a 
great and desirable gift. It is a part of the harmonies. 
We all feel a pang when age or toil mars a single charm ; 
and if we have not reached a something which answers to a 
more august conception of life, we are apt to grow petty, 
mean in spirit, or embittered. Hence the world of envy, of 
jealousy and scandal, arises." 

" Now tell me of your little boy loves," said Julia perti- 
naciously. 

" I think little boys stood in some considerable awe of 
me — as large boys do now," Bertha answered, with a low 
laugh. " I remember they used to bring me birds' nests, and 
flowers, and go long distances to procure lilies for me in 
their season." 

(Willy now stole to the side of Lily, and Jpelt down at 
the feet of Bertha.) 

" I love to think lilies belong to me " — (Here Lily kissed 
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the speaker's hand) — "the beautiful water-lily, I mean. 
This flower is so lovely to me, that I find no words to express 
what it suggests. A soul-life, an inner consciousness, a 
sphere of unstained purities — of translucent, transparent 
harmonies — away from the external senses, which I cannot 
describe." (Lily arose and laid her cheek to that of Bertha, 
and I started up to detect a something in the looks of the 
two, which had before struck me, but which always eluded 
any definite grasp, and now it was gone — only Lily grew to 
be like a water-nymph.) " From childhood, the rudest boy 
in the neighborhood would go far to procure lilies for me. 
If I place my hands upon each side of my head, over the 
region of hope, and love, and ideality (according to Dr. 
Buchanan^s theory), I fall into a soft, dreamy state. This 
is so delicious, that one of less integrity of life might be 
tempted to repeat it. I seem to float in air — ^my senses are 
cottoned upon me — faint music and exquisite odors float 
about me. The Lily at once throws me into the same state." 
(Lily clung nearer to the neck of Bertha, and her goldei 
hair wholly hid her face ; yet the arm of the child, the curve 
of the bust and limb beneath her short dress — either of 
these suggested the child Lily, and no other child. 
Bertha's rich hair — 

" Of brown in the shadow, and gold in the sun," 

Contrasted with that of Lily's head, and the upturned face 
of Willy, made a group, at once striking and picturesque. 
" Once," continued Bertha, I was walking in Broadway, 
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when a youth passed me with a handful of these flowers ; 
suddenly he turned back and begged roe to accept them, in a 
manner so ingenuous, that I could not refuse the beautiful 
stranger youth." 

" Well done. Bertha," said Julia, with a laugh. " What 
more came of it ? Did he follow you home ? Did he write 
to you ?" 

" No, nothing of the sort. I never heard more of him." 

" What a pity I But you dreamed of him. Bertha f" 

"I am afraid not ; and yet I remember his exact looks. 
I could paint them at any time." 

*' Smitten, as I am a true woman 1" laughed Julia. 

" I would not willingly forget the lovely youth," replied 
Bertha, " any more than I would have any other aspect of 
beauty fade from my mind." 

"How many of these episodes do women cherish?" I 
asked, with some asperity. 

** How many live in the man's mind, think you ?" asked 
Julia, with one of her most penetrating glances. 

" One, Julia, obliterates all such memories," I replied, 
making an excuse to cross the room so that I could say it 
to her ears alone. 

"At another time," continued Bertha — (Lily now sat 
down, holding Jennie in her arms, with a grave, little old 
woman way, entirely her own, while Willy kissed her hand 
slily, at which Lily flashed out her eyes, and then mali- 
ciously presented Jennie for a kiss, which Willy gave with 
great docility) — " at another time I was riding in the cars. 



ttid when the tnin stopped s2 m^ stusiaeu a bok^ufiBl youth 
stood mider bj vindov whk iifies in hb hmad. He looked 
up, cokned^ mad then hol£ii^ op the ilovcis, sudt. 'Will 
jon take them V * Boy T I asked, vBcmain of hb intiaH 
tions ; ' Xo, no, take them f mad he was gone h^nre I could 
nuMne thjui lock mj giatitode." 

" Lore at first sight, as I am a liring woman I*' ^acolated 
Julia again« " Alas, pow Hodge ! Did he not jump on 
the cars and ride to the next depot, that he might have 
another peep V 

** I do not think he saw me. Bertha ; but a loTely insighti 
unknown to himseli^ demanded the response." 

" I do not bdiere yon would know it if a man lored you 
with dl his sonl. Bertha. Yon would analyze it away into 
something else." j 

Bertha colored so deeply that, for a moment, I, who fol« 
lowed with my eyes the blush as it crept to her kerchief, 
thought she eclipsed even Julia. 

"I certainly belieye that much which passes for love 
between the sexes might be traced to quite other emotions. 
I have no vanity to mislead me ; indeed, I should be more 
engaging with a trifle more of that approbativeness, which 
imparts flexibility to the character." 

** I shall not fail on that score," laughed the wayward 
beauty, " I own to a full endowment." 

"You are very lovely, Julia; yours is a creation very 
perfect in its kind," said Bertha, looking at Julia with a 
frank, admiring look. 
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" I will not be analyzed too closely, Lady Bertha,'' 
answered the other ; " but tell me some of your early expe- 
rience, for I see you have had hosts of admirers." 

" I do not know that — I arrest attention. I pique obser- 
vation. I have intellect, and I hold oracles, I firmly 
believe. But in regard to the lilies : I was once riding 
also in the country, when a sportsman, who had waded into 
the water in pursuit of his game, emerged with it, and 
lilies also. He instantly held them up to me, with a frank, 
pleasing air, and asked my acceptance. I am sure that the 
delighted gratitude with which I took the gift was thought 
of quite as much as the results of his sporting. I was 
right glad that God had given me quick and unembarrassed 
utterance, for I am sure a ready, warm response to the sen- 
timent of a gift is of more value than the gift itself." 

The ring of the tea-bell now interrupted our conversation, 
which was renewed at the earnest solicitations of Julia ; and, 
in truth, I learned much of the sentiment of womanhood 
through these conversations of Julia and Bertha. 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 

Before 
A woman's heart beat in my virgin breast, 
It had been nurtured in divinest love. 



Shelley* 



While attending to the routine of the table, I was con- 
scious of an undercurrent of thought in regard to Bertha, 
such as I had never known before. She had hitherto 
seemed shadowy, unreal to me. Even the terrible scene in 
the church, which I had unintentionally witnessed, and to 
which Bertha had never, but in one instance, alluded, had 
an unreal, unhuman aspect about it, as if ordinary emotions 
were beyond her ; but now, these details and reminiscences 
of hers brought her nearer to us, invested her with a 
human interest, and she looked fairer to the eye, even than 
I had been accustomed to regard her. 

" Now the story of your first love," said Julia, in a sweet, 
caressing manner. " I have an idea that Bertha's lovers 
must have been very grand. A man must have a double 
stock of manhood, who would dare confess to such an emo- 
tion for her," said Julia, partly to herself, and partly, as I 
thought, to me. 

Bertha replied after a pause, in which all the color left 
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her face, and then returned slowly, while her voice seemed 
wondrously musical— 

" My first lover was when I was about nine years of age. 
I was sent into the country to pass a few weeks with some 
friends of my mother. They were a pleasant country family, 
with some intelligence, especially in. the older members, 
very religious, and very much respected by the neighbors. 
The house was large and handsome, the trees and shrubbery 
fine, * green to the very threshold.' There were two little 
girls, and two awkward boys, whom I scarcely remember. 
The girls were step-sisters, of my own age. We used to go 
to the country school together, and I remember the pain I felt 
at the distrust of the country children at my city manners, 
and their envy at my more genteel dress. I proposed, one 
day, that we should take off our shoes and stockings and 
leave them beside a stone wall,' that we might go into 
school with bare feet, like most of the children. We all 
did so ; but I was the principal sufferer. I bore the uneven 
ground like a martyr — ^never flinching at stubble, nor stone, 
nor dust, although my feet were in a sorry plight. At length 
we moved to the short grass and clover at the wayside, as 
being less painful to the feet, notwithstanding the fears we 
all entertained of snakes. Here my discomfiture became 
complete by stepping upon a 'hurnhk-hee,' I picked the 
insect off, but the pain became almost intolerable ; the more 
that my system of ethics precluded any manifestation of suffer- 
ing. I was preparing myself for martyrdom in the time to 
come, and hence / regarded any inflicted pang as a God'send, 
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difldkh raflktioas^ to t^ eminruKe cf fniii. and ok libb 
occasieii gmw iu> deno^FfentiMw cf the mtv^ mr eeoaiiTe 
oerres were cndniw* lOl I £iiiited fitan its execss."^ 

'^This is Berths Xh^"* I sud to mrsrit The diiid 
Bertha and the wocBaii Bertha are the samew Xow as I 
looked at her, she seemed fike a £ur joang child ; and as I 
turned from her to Julia, I met the latter*s exes, but Bertha 
had raised hers sUghtlj upward, and did not seem entirely 
ccmscioos of oor presence, for she talked as if in a reYerie — 
as if she were transformed to a chUd while indulging in its 
reminiscences. Bertha went on — 

" We children lired for two or three weeks an almost wild 
life, for I was neyer tired of the woods, and pastures, and 
green fields, nor of paddling in all the brooks, and ducking 
under all the cascades that came in our way. I was a per- 
fect fawn, delighting in beautiful coYcrts, and listening to 
wild echoes. The trees were solemn mysteries, that hung 
over me with dark, whispering awe ; I tried to learn the 
language of the leaves, and the meanings of the green lizard, 
as it stole out and in ; the song of the bird I thought I 
understood, and the chirp of the insect ; but the dumb toad, 
and lizard, and tortoise, and snake — all dmgimg so closely amd 
sUently to tht ea/rth — ^had each and all a fascination about 
them — a something from which I recoiled with dread, and 
yet longed to investigate. I could not loavo them, hot 
remained looking down upon them, in their damp, mOMjr 

13 
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beds, quite to the annoyance of my little friends. At tUd 
time I supposed it a moral duty for a girl-child to kill eyery 
snake that came in her path. I dsed to repeat the charm^ 
'the seed of the woman shall bruise the serpent's head/ 
and truly the snake was quiescent to a wonderful degree, 
while I, shuddering with horror at the supposed duty 
imposed upon me as a bit of womanly representative) took 
its life. I fully beliered the serpent must barcy under Ids 
external integuments^ either arms, or vnngs, or legs, folded 
away, and to be used, perhaps, in a sort of resiurrection. To 
establish this theory of mine, I once buried a dead snake in 
a little perforated box, that I might at leisure exanmie Ins 
anatomy. As I had foreseen, the ants left me in a few days 
a very beautiful preparation ; but great was my dismay to 
find nothing but a Icmg back-bone, perfectly white. This 
was a terrible revelation, and, of course, death to my sup- 
posed theory growing out of it. But the mystery of the 
serpent was one of constantly returning interest, and when 
the farmers assured me that no snakes ev€r staid wpon grovmdg 
where sheep were pastured^ I had thought enough to tax my 
brain for weeks, I used to weep over the lovely, imperfect 
suggestions which this fact in natural history presented^ 
The one animal, the extreme of innocence, the other of sub- 
tility. It looked so in accordance with the true order of 
nature, that these creatures, so diametrically opposite, 
should not be found in juxtaposition, that I used to pray 
the good Father to teach me of this world of ours — so beau" 
tiful and so hidden to the careless eye." 
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I observed Willy had placed liis little palm over the wrist 
of Julia, to hide a bracelet which she wore in the form of a 
i^rpent. 

" Do not hide it, Willy/' said Julia carelessly, as Bertha 
paused. ** I dare say it belongs to me. Cleopatra was 
' the serpent of old Nile,' and people say I am fascinating, 
which of course means serperU-like, or devilish." 

"No, no, you are not that," answered Willy, coloring 
deeply. 

Julia laid her plump hand upon the child's head andthen 
drew him toward her, where his cheek rested ajuid the laces 
of her bodice. Julia never did an ungraceful or ineffective 
thing, and certainly I thought the boy was too young to 
appreciate his privilege. 

Bertha also bent her eyes upon Julia for a moment and 
then said : 

" You are not quite happy, dear Julia — ^not quite content 
with yourself. Would you change yourself for another ?" 

" No ; I see much that is noble out of myself, and I see 
that I am not so," answered the beauty. " But I know 
what I lun, and what I am not, and live up to the design 
in me." 

" That is very lovely. The porcelain vase is never put to 
culinary purposes ; the pure alabaster is not for the rough 
wall of the highways. It is well to learn our capabilities. 
Ood appoints the great pang for the great heart — the steep 
hill and flinty pathway for those whom he designs to gird 
onto magnanimous achievements." 
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" Ah, Bertha, I never knew from my own experience, the 
meaning of either envy or jealonsy, otherwise I should covet 
your womanly eloquence, and beautiful insight. But we 
interrupt your story — pray go on." 

Thus urged, Bertha continued : 

" I remember those two girls, of whom I spoke, were 
cheerful companions, following my lead generally without a 
demur, climbing hills because I would climb, and going upon 
the most extravagant excursions, plunging into swamps or 
rivers because it was my way to do. Nature, from this 
unobstructed companionship, seemed more a part of myself, 
and less overwhelming than hitherto, and I enjoyed more than 
I had ever supposed it possible for me to enjoy, because of 
the excessive sensitiveness of my nature, by which I was apt 
to pass from enjoyment so oppressive, that it merged into pain. 

" One piece of mischief I learned to enter into with great 
zest, the more because there was a touch of terror in it, 
always fascinating to me. We used to go into the great 
farm yard, where were cattle of all kinds — ^horses, cows, 
oxen and sheep, amongst which I grew quite fearless. We 
used to each select a handsome cow, determined to milk 
her. Our awkwardness would cause the creature to run, 
and we always in full pursuit, and laughing like mad 
creatures, till horses, cows, and sheep were all in commotion, 
and the dairy men and women in a great rage. This 
heightened our perversity, especially mine, till I grew per- 
fectly impish in fun, and being very agile, I did any amount 
of annoyance by scampering about and dodging the work- 
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" I was Qtteiir confociided ; tiie blow, and the stfose of 
disgrace brooght me at once to mr senses. I could not 
comprehend mjselfl It seemed as if it were not I, bat 
a wild creatore who had tak^i possession of my litUo 
body ; I felt impish and mean, as if I had been possessed ; I 
could not comprehend it ; I never should bo quite sure of 
myself again. I wept bitterly, and hastened to our oxool- 
lent hostess, feeling all the way as if I had grown to ton 
times my size, and must be black in the face and twlHtod all 
out of shape. I confessed the whole, taking all tho blauio 
upon myself, and exaggerating my own fault quito to tlin 
exonerating of my friend, not from a bcuho of gonuroHlty, but 
because I could see no evil anywhere but lu my poor wilf, 
My hostess received me coldly, and diroctod ino at omm io 
go to my own room. Of cour«ie tbiM (^mpU^Uul my miimfy, 
It seemed to me that no hotme wsm largif mumii;h Uf b/;M my 
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poor little body, distended by so much wickedness, and dark- 
ened by such disgrace. The roof would suffocate me. I 
wished I could be at once buried up as Pharaoh and his 
people were buried, of whom I had read and pondered over 
in the Bible. The disproportion of my feelings to the occa- 
sion did not once occur to me. I went out of doors to the 
apiary, where the trees were dense and the grass fresh and 
witrodden, and the coolness and repose tranquilized me ; for 
TuUure has always a fMinig halm for us whenever we appeal 
to her pitying hea/rt, I remember, as if it had been a new 
revelation, this tender aspect the trees now assumed, which 
before had always been solenm and mysterious, and invested 
with awe. 

"I ought, before this, to have said something of the 
eldest son of the family, a young man engaged in the study of 
the law. I had avoided him instinctively, because he was 
a student, and had a grave majesty about him, which I did 
not care to encounter in my new aspect of life. I dreaded 
that he might wish me to talk as persons of his characten 
always did, thereby arresting my sense of freedom. I 
remember he was gentle and calm, with a sweet smile, and 
often held his hand out to me as if desirous to win me 
toward him. But I was in love with my liberty, and 
enjoyed my own freakishness too well to be brought over. 
I felt I was changing much, and was not quite at rest in my 
mind about it ; most especially as I found my devotional 
feelings were less active. As I said, I had repdled Mr. 
Oscar, for so was he called, in all his gentle advances, not- 
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difldish gad bn^e forth it this mmifestation of tender- 
nen ; I wcfit is if ■ j po<»r fittie heart mnst break, be alt 
the time laying his die^ donn to mine, and patting aj 
dwHildfT IS a mother soothes a stck child. Gradually I 
grew more composed, and told Mr. Oscar, ll(»r he it was 
(and I knew it in my heart withoat looking into his face), 
and I felt as tf he mnst know I Mi it, and mnst know that 
I loved him in my heart, and had always lored him, thongh 
the time had ner^ before come when he should know it 
As I b^an to say, I told Mr. Oscar just how it was — ^how 
I had be^i all the time for weeks like a possessed child, till 
I reached the dimax, when his sister struck me. Indeed 
so ill-bred and nnlovely did I seem in my own eyes, that I 
conld not see wrong even in the blow on the part of his 
sister. 

" I told Oscar so, ingenuously, and grew quite eloquent 
in heaping abuse upon myself, and striving iu the utmost 
sincerity to make him realize the whole extent of my 
ill temper and ill life for many weeks. I remember he told 
me I was not so very naughty, and that I drew back with a 
recoil, telling him I feared he could not be quite so good as 
I had supposed, or he would see the matter just ss I did. 
Though I had confessed my foult and asked pardon as a 
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poor little body, distended by so much wickedness, and dark- 
ened by such disgrace. The roof would snffbcate me. I 
wished I conld be at once buried np as Pharaoh and his 
people were buried, of whom I had read and pondered over 
in the Bible. The disproportion of my feelings to the occa- 
sion did not once occur to me. I went out of doors to the 
apiary, where the trees were dense and the grass fresh and 
witrodden, and the coolness and repose tranquilized me ; for 
TuUure has always a JUtvng balm for us whenever we appeal 
to her pitying heart. I remember, as if it had been a new 
revelation, this tender aspect the trees now assumed, which 
before had always been solenm and mysterious, and invested 
with awe. 

"I ought, before this, to have said something of the 
eldest son of the family, a young man engaged in the study of 
the law. I had avoided him instinctively, because he was 
a student, and had a grave majesty about him, which I did 
not care to encounter in my new aspect of life. I dreaded 
that he might wish me to talk as persons of his characten 
always did, thereby arresting my sense of freedom. I 
remember he was gentle and calm, with a sweet smile, and 
often held his hand out to me as if desirous to win me 
toward him. But I was in love with my liberty, and 
enjoyed my own freakishness too well to be brought over. 
I felt I was changing much, and was not quite at rest in my 
mind about it ; most especially as I found my devotional 
feelings were less active. As I said, I had repelled Mr. 
Oscar, for so was he called, in all his gentle advances, not- 
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little lady should, still I felt I was just so much less worthy 
of being loved. 

" Mr. Oscar's grave, beautiful smile, as he smoothed my 
hair, and looked tenderly into my face I recall, even now, as 
one of the most expressive I have ever known. He pro- 
posed I should pray as I sat beside him, which I did readily ; 
and the image comes back vividly to nae, of the clear moon 
and stars gleaming upon Oscar's head through the drooping 
foliage, as he bent his downward, and I lifted up mine, all 
grief-stricken in prayer. 

" * Will you promise me one thing. Bertha?' asked Oscar. 

" * I do not like to promise ; it makes me too unhappy, 
lest I should break it.' 

" * Well, do as you will ; but I should like to have you 
pray every night at my knee before you go to bed : will you 
not?' 

" ' Yes, it will make me quite happy ; and I will tell you 
all that troubles me.' 

** He carried me in his arms to my chamber door, and 
then kissed my forehead and said good night. From that 
time, during my whole stay at the house, he never failed to 
be at home when my bed time came. I learned subse- 
quently that he made all his plans to that effect ; often, 
when away many miles, he would come home ; listen to 
my little child-prayer, imprint that reverential kiss upon my 
brow, and then retrace his path to complete the business of 
the time. 

" I learned to watch his return^ and to welcome him with 
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delight, and to wonder whether Mr. Oscar's smile would be 
grave or gay on his return. I saved bits of poetry, and 
choice passages from books to recite to him ; and subjected 
my most abstruse speculations to his consideration. I 
would look at the moon and stars with him, and learned for 
the first time in my life that most exquisite of all emotions^ 
utter silence with a being in whom we feel entire sym^atky. 

" Sometimes, as I looked away to the sky, I felt that Oscar's 
eyes were upon my face ; and this did not annoy me, for when 
I looked into his there was always that deep, holy smile that 
inspired entire confidence, and when I said, in my innocency, 
' I love you, Mr. Oscar,' I wondered why he should sigh 
deeply, and the tears gush to his eyes, as he whispered, 
* God bless you, angel Bertha.' And then I would lay 
my hand gently upon his cheek ; and once, and only once, 
I kissed it, for I thought surely Mr. Oscar has some great 
grief which I cannot know, but I can comfort him. 

" I ceased to lead the wild gipsy life I had before led, 
but stayed at home all day and played with my dolls, 
because he desired me not to go to the woods till twilight, 
when he would go with me. At night, when I had said my 
prayers, kneeling down, with my hands in Oscar's, I laid 
awake after I was in bed, trying to think why his smile 
grew every day more sweet and tender, and why he said, 
*God bless you, dear, good Bertha,' always with more 
fervency. And then I made a thousand childish plans to 
please him, and wile him from his grief. I would tell him 
more and more of God, and his comfort, and assure him 

13* 
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that an would yet be well. In the mornings I poured 
oat my whole little stock of consolation, and then it seemed 
qnite natural that Oscar should say, 'You are a blessed 
child, Bertha,' and that his eyes should be full of tears, for 
mine were the same. 

** I did not know till years after this the meaning of it 
all ; and, perhaps, had never known if he had not revealed 
to a mutual friend, the deep, all-pervading sentiment of an 
attachment thus conceived for a mere child, and which he 
called the Amaranth of Love. We never met again, 

" But I have talked too long," she said, suddenly, and 
resuming her ordinary serene, cold aq)eet, she socm after 
took her leave. 

'^And this is Bertha," I said. There are certainly 
aspects of human sympathy and tenderness in her character 
which I had not supposed belonging to her. Then I 
recalled the penetrating tones of h^ voice, which, once 
heard, could never be forgotten, and I b^an to weave 
fables of the Loves of the Lilies, when I fell asleep. 
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CHAPTER XXXIIL 

I can give not what men call love — 

But wilt thou accept not 
The worship the heart lifts above, 

And the heavens r^ect not — 
The desire of the moth for the star, 

Of the night for the morrow, 
The devotion to something afar 

From the field of our sorrow. 



Shellbt. 



Bertha's journal, at this time, exhibits a period of peoa- 
liar and beautiful calm. She says : — 

'* To have met a being like Ernest Helfenstein is to me a 
great joy. He confirms all my faith in the good, the innate, 
inextinguishable good of our kind. To me he is the imper- 
sonation of John, the beloved of Jesus. I say to myself, it 
does not harm thee, Ernest, that I love thee, for mine is 
of that pure, unselfish kind, that asks no return. I know 
that in the deepest, holiest chamber of thy heart, I sit the 
veiled Isis of thy worship. Thou dost not know it, but 
still I am there. I am thy friend, thy counsellor. Ah t 
blessed are the hearts that enshrine one object sacred to 
sileTue and to God. 
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" Ernest loves Julia, the beautiful feminine Eve. She is 
dear to me also, but not because she is so to Erri^st, I think, 
were I less magnanimous I should love her less from this 
cause. I do not believe in the mawkish sentimentality women 
affect towards each other. A weak woman may love a 
strong one, even when she knows that she divides a shade of 
the affections of her lover ; but a great woman has no such 
flimsy sentiment. She is more likely to hate the harmless 
object who may have gathered but a crumb from her own 
afiOiuent table. 

" For myself I do not wish to be other than I am. The 
soul that finds not repose in itself, will find it in no created 
object. I look upon the simple loves of the village girls, 
who come to me with their bits of romance, with peculiar 
interest, and am surprised to see how little fills up their 
gentle, placid hearts. Alas I these are the household 
women — fair, limited, and submissive ; children climb their 
knees, and gambol in the sunshine, and they are content. 
Bless God for these dear ones ; but most should we bless 
him for the Prophets and Sibyls, whose winged feet rest 
tenderly upon the hearthstone, because from thence they 
grasp the circle of the universal. * * * * 

"It is a small thing to hold back the heart. What would 
I ? Nothing — God knows I ask nothing upon this brave 
earth, but light and love to adore. Sometimes, as I sit 
musing alone, and weeping, I know not why, my invisible 
friend, he who called to me in childhood, and still speaks to 
me in the night watches, stands by my side, and I am so 
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filled with divine, ineffable love, that my senses respond to 
the airs of Paradise and the music of the spheres. Why 
hidest thou thy face from me, oh spirit of celestial beauty ? — 
thou who dost more than fill up the measure of my desires. 
Why dost thou hide thyself in the pavilion of thy brightness ? 
" The lov^ that desires to be known is not love, it is vanity, 
it is ostentation, anything but a pure spirit of visitation. 
Let me know that the poet has thrilled to the heavenly 
passion, and I would never ask the name of tlfe object. Oh 
that the ages could have known that Tasso loved, and never 
known that it was Leonora. Oh that the passionate soul 
of Heloise were still glowing in the story of human great- 
ness, and it were hidden from us that Abelard responded 
thereto I Give us great hearts^ that we may afford to bury wp 
great names. 

STANZAS. 

Hide, earth, our names in silent shade, 
Nor tell how deep the deep heart-glow ; 

We walked a causeway undismayed, 
Where torrents foamed and raged below ; 

I could not bear that coming years 

Should keep the record of our tears. 

We lived — we loved — a gush of song 

Tells the wild tale of human woe — 
A broken heart — ^a wildering wrong. 

Is all the world will ever know. 
Say that we met — ^we loved, we wept ; 
'Tis thus love's registry is kept. 



802 ' BERTHA AND LILY ; OR, 

I have just had a long interview with Julia — she would 
have told me much, very much, but I checked her. " So 
beautiful is silence," I said. " We must ourselves penetrate 
to the light. Human counsel is hazardous in the great needs 
of the heart. I do believe that prayer opens the heavens to 
us. I dare not hear you, Julia." 

" Thou haughty Sibyl !" she replied. 

" No, no, dear Julia, I am very reverent. I would not 
have Love become a gossip or a brawler, any more than I 
would have him a bond-slave. It seems to me, the deeper 
and purer is his presence, the more sacredly should the rose 
of silence guard the portal. You love, and are beloved — 
I bless you both." 

'^ Bertha, I am miserable, I am weak, and therefore miser- 
able," cried Julia. " I would not marry Ernest ; no, not 
unless he were deaf and blind. I will not wed him — I do 
not know what I say. Bertha, but I wish I had never come 
to this place. Hark 1 Bertha, do you think I would live 
to be that poor, miserable, contemptible thing — a jealous 
wife?" 

''Nay, Julia; that is a disease wherein the patient 
must minister to himself." 

" Would you wed a man. Bertha, whom you suspected to 
hold a woman in the world as more ideal than yourself? 
You know you wouldn't. It would convert you to a bond- 
woman, a Hagar ; and you would feel yourself degraded. 
Do you think I would live to watch my husband's moods — 
when he was gloomy to think she was in his thoughts: — 
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when he was gaj, he had been smiled upon by her, if he 
kissed me he was thinking of her, and in his deep wander- 
ing in some enchanted vale with her, the angel of his 
dreams ? I tell you, Bertha, a woman has much to 
consider before she ventures upon marriage." 

" What would you, dear Julia ? Would you have your 
lover less than he is ?" 

" Yes — ^no — ^Bertha. I would, upon my soul — ^I would 
have him less, rather than divide with another, even a 
shadow of a thought." 

" Ah, Julia, life is very mysterious. I wait patiently for 
God's truth in me. I would say to my lover, if there is one 
in the world to awaken a higher life in thee, any angel to 
breathe to thee a better revelation, go ; God forbid that I 
should be a hindrance. I would send him onward from 
angel to archangel if I could. It is true, I may hold back 
the throbs of my poor anguished heart lest it break. I may 
breathe softly lest the heart-strings rupture — ^but what 
then ? I would give him a God'^peed to the very gates of 
heaven, though I myself sink down into some dim valley, 
and shed unavailing tears — ^tears that would scorn to call 
him back ; he has passed out of my sphere, just as I might 
have passed out of his, and nothing is left me but to pray 
the Father, and he wUl send the Comforter in some shape, 
— ^what, I know not." 

''Ah, Bertha, Bertha, your philosophy will drive me 
mad." 

"And Julia left me to — ^my tears — ^yes, my tears, and 
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here I sit, asking if Love, absolute Love, will suffice us. It 
seems to me that under his beautiful presence we should 
grow very calm ; and so we should, did not the desire for 
possession intervene. It is my lover, my wife, my husband, 
everywhere mine and thine ; not us and we ; or better still, 
the sublime I, meaning all. 

^^ ^p ^^ ^^ 

'' Last night, I sat upon the stone bench in XJnderhill 
grove till past midnight. I am very lonely. My poor heart 
aches for companionship — ^yet it cannot be. Some fear me, 
all love and reverence me as a being unakin to themselves. 
The grief-worn come, and the afflicted seek unto me, little 
children bring me flowers and sweet words, and I caress 
them. They grow very gentle and loving in my presence. 
I sat hour after hour alone. Young men and maidens came 
to the grove. They did not see me in my little vine- 
covered nook, and only the murmur of tender voices came 
to my ear, broken by a silvery laugh at intervals. The 
fountain poured itself from basin to basin with a continuous 
flow ; the bat hovered through the gloom, and the fire-fly 
darted here and there. All seemed complete in being but 
myself. While I thus sat in half-discontent — ^no, no, not 
discontent, but weighed with unutterable loneliness — I 
knew that John was not far distant, and I knew by the 
many hems that he was making, he wished to speak with 
me. * Come hither, John, my best friend,' I said. He took 
a seat, and waited a moment before speaking. 

'' ' Miss Bertha,' he said, ^ it's impressed upon my mind 
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tliat you ought to read that letter of my sister Dorothy's, 
You said once, you were not strong enough. But God will 
help you, or take you, Miss Bertha,' and with a quick move- 
ment he left me. 

" Coward, cowardly creature that I am. What does it 
matter whether I live or die I whether I am sorrowful or 
glad I I looked up at the eternal stars, so tranquil, and it 
seemed to me vast vistas opened, and I felt not the compa- 
nionship of mortals, but of unseen worlds. I grew into a 
great joy. My heart was filled with awe, and all the eter- 
nities of the past, and all prophecies of the future hailed me 
as one known and beloved. While I thus exulted, I had a 
vision as of a noble youth leading forward a lovely child, 
saying, * Bertha, be comforted.' Nathan XJnderhill, in his 
pristine beauty, it was ; and the child — * * * * 
A whippoorwill sang in the grove near by. I hastened 
homeward. I knew that letter would reveal the one 
obscure spot in my history. Life or death. I held the cold 
vase in my hand. I. grew cold as death. It seemed to me. 
at length, that it was not a cup of bronze whose touch 
chilled me to the heart ; but a serpent, writhing and 
hissing, and threatening. ' Spare me, good God !' I cried — 
* spare me — the possible ; oh, the uncertain — blessed is it, 
for hope is at the base. Let me not know that blood is 
upon my skirts. When the raven returned not to the Ark, 
its inmates were spared the agony of certain ill.' 

Then it seemed to me the bronze grew furnace-hot in my 
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fingers, and wreathed flames choked my breath ; ghastly 
forms flitted by me, and the wainscots cracked and heaved 
as if invisible beings thronged to my retreat. The table 
swayed hither and thither, and faces grinned, and pointed, 
and lolled their tongues at me. Now will I put these ill 
shapes beneath my feet, I said, and I arose into the white 
light of a serene trust in God. Slowly I unsealed the 
casket, and read the scroll. 

" Oh, it is well — divinely well. Every impulse that is 
beneficent is from God. We are led wondrously even by 
the finger of the good Father. Those that called themselves 
fritndSf have been most cruel to me ; but God has helped 
me. Cowardly was I — as if the dear. Infinite, All-loving, 
would leave me to snares and pitfalls. He answers not to 
our short-comings, but to our infinite desires ; and these are 
the sum of the soul. 

" I opened the door and called for John True, and bade 
him read. The good John dropped upon his knees. 

'' ' I knew it, Miss Bertha. I have said so in my heart 
again and again. Ah I you must not stay with us. Miss 
Bertha ; you must not have a spot of cloud so big as a man's 
hand upon your sunshine, and you must leave me and 
Defiance — ^ 

" * Yes, that she must, interposed a sharp voice,' and the 
thin face of Defy was at the door. ' It's a pretty sight — 
my husband on his knees before another woman.' 

'' John did not speak, but he lifted poor Defy as he would 
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have lifted a broom-fitick, over the the door-sill, and long 
after I heard the steadj flow of John's great, honest voice, 
broken in npon bj the shrill tones and smothered sobs of 
his wife — ' patience, patience, good husband/ ^' 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

Speak not I he is consecrated — 

Breathe no breath across his eyes ; 
Lifted up and separated, 

On the hand of God he lies 
In a sweetness beyond touching — ^held in cloistral sanctities. 

K B. Bbownino. 

[from the journal op ERNEST.] 

Sunday, — ^The day is one of exceeding beauty. The birds 
are jubilant in the sunshine, and the pair of robins which 
have for years built their nest in the elm which shades my 
window, are busy providing for their young. One of these 
robins many years ago, by some mischance, broke his wing ; 
but I do not see that he is less alert, or less joyous. Ah I 
well would it be for us did we also cling to the beautiful, 
and ignore all that would mar this divine sense. 

As Julia came from her room to join us on our way to 
church, I observed that her eyes were red and swollen with 
weeping. Willy looked into her face with a child's ques- 
tioning, and then drew her down and kissed her very softly. 
He took her gloved hand between his two fat palms^ and 
caressed it and kissed it many times. Bertha was seated in 



sprcadfi^ vfn iisr jnu^ ainrdiiiHr»i r:ci«s^ &> j^ ^ 3uik» ii 
great sci&t cf TJitfm T!^^f stssahied i^ciii^ b«sue w;^ «k1 
thus we et^crsd ice 'nriF ' ia , 

A shor; pn j<£r ■yjnrmpffggd ^ut enrvoKaaL uid amid iIk 
low pIsT cf ziis^^r. t2ie zcuaisrs tMT the villa^ bc«« their 
babes forwrnrd :o ;be ihar. I bsfai decided tliat mj liuiiUj 
should be last. I Ittd ciTen them w> tniniiijr* tmsuiiie: to 
the sweet ^Mmianeitks cf diiidhGod, and koowing that Per- 
dita was caalj amoscd. Fii^ came f(»waid Mis. Pet tingal. 
She bore her rom^est bop^ol in h&t lank arms, Ter j much 
as a boy would carrj a stk^ I wished in mr heart I might 
have been spared this child as tbe prelude to the beautiAil 
rite. The Deacon and his wife, both lank and old, had 
conntenances of a most forbidding a^)ect ; and when tho 
former took the little, bine, skinny looking croaturo and 
held it np to receiye the sacred drops, I half recoiled fVotu 
my daty. The child seemed all angles, hard and bouy, and 
stack out feet and hands in a very unpleasant, threatoning 
sort of manner. It looked as if the old ago of all the Pet- 
tingals had come down upon its head. It was wcaxeuml 
and dry, and to my inner vision, not a creation of a fow 
months, but of ceDtnries. I fear mo my benediction wan not 
as cordial as it should have been. Other infants followml**^ 
fine little animals — ^fat, and screaming lustily, an if rti}i^tiilug 
the sacrament. 
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M7 own familj now gathered around me. I, a fatherleM 
man, with mj lovely group of children — ^I observed that 
Tiger came also among them. I took little Perdita in my 
arms, who smiled in my facei while I addressed my peoplei 
she holding on to my thombi and looking abont, and crow* 
ing as babies will. The congregation was hashed as deaths 
and every eye eager to see my household. As I went on to 
eipeak of the misery and destitution to which these children 
might have been exposed, and as I blessed the good Eatheif 
who had put it into my heart to save them, every eye was 
wet ; and now, for the first time, Ernest Helfenstein had 
the hearts of all his people with him. I called l^e dear 
ones after my own name. As I sprinkled the water upon 
the brow of Perdita, she closed her pretty eyes, and then 
snapped them open with such a lovely babe-glee, that I 
kissed her tenderly before handing her to the arms of Jane* 
Next came Willy, led by Julia, with a sweet, downcast look* 
The boy bent his neck, and sobbed inwardly ; and as I closed, 
he lifted up his head for a kiss. I felt my heart arrested as 
it were when Bertha approached with the beautiful lily* 
Her face Was without color, her step faint, and beneath her 
long veil I could see that a flood of tears poured from her 
eyes. ** Call me Lily, dear father,'^ whii^^?ed the diild, aoA 
she knelt down and dasped her pretty hands before her* 
Oh, how inexpressibly holy looked the child I— how natural 
did it seem that a ray of sunshine should strt^gle through 
the little window, and rest like a glory upcm her beautiful 
head 1 Then, too, the attitude of BerthstS^hatf bent, with 



Ode pale hand resting its fingers tenderly upon the 
shoulder of Lily, her long White Veil falling to her feet, and 
her white robe stirred by the wind, she seemed like a pure 
spirit bending protectingly above her. I did not weep> but 
tny lips broke forth in words of joy and praise^ and I longed 
to send forth into all the world the spirit of pure love that 
tested then in the hearts of the people of Beech Glen. 

Lily arose from her knees as I ceased, and stepping back 
a pace, leaned her little arm over the shoulder of Tiger. I 
had not obsetved him till now. There knelt the huge 
trngainly figure, but a gleam as df something holy was in his 
eyes, aaid I said, " Yes, Tiger, thou shalt deceive the seal 
also. Thou shalt be owned as a part and parcel of our 
divine humanity, effaced^ and bruised, and broken as thou 
art." 

Tiger wept and kissed my hand, and played in a moment 
tnore with the golden curls of Lily, as if she were the 
angel of his poor, dim world. I preached no sermon from 
any text that day ; but I went from place to place^ I 
tebuked oniB, and encouraged another. I spok« as if the 
soul of each one were visible to me, and each one hailed me 
as a Mher. Then I administered the sacrament not to a 
few elected ones, but to aU-^man, woman, child^ We 
went home all of us, as if we had been at the very gates 
of heaven that day. Many of the people went with me, 
and we sang hymns, and we plazmed to make Beech Olen a 
garden of beauty—^ home in whidi should be no more found 
envy, or jealousy, or uncharitableness. * * * 
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As the people went away, and the hoosehold was still, I 
sat long and calmly by the side of Julia. She was paler 
than I had ever seen her^ and her tears flowed plentifally* 
" Julia," I said, " we love as few haye ever loved in this 
world. Why will you make us both miserable by refusing to 
be mine ? Ah 1 Julia, Beech Glen is too poor and too 
obscure for you i you covet fashion, adulation, and to secure 
these you will wreck your own and my happiness." 

"No, Ernest ; you mistake me. You will learn hereaftejL 
that I have done well. You will even think that Julia is 
not devoid of nobleness," she added, with a fresh burst of 
tears. I held her dear hand passive in mine, and we wept 
together. She seemed like a sweet sister, a lovely child, to 
me that night, and her little hand, scarcely larger than 
Lily's, and rich with jewels, brought the thoughts of Peris 
and Houris to my mindv 

"We are two unreasonable children, Julia, and I will 
assert the rights of manhood, and compel you to be happy, 
end to remain and be my wife," I said. 

Julia shook her head. " This is but an impulse, not a 
continuous life with us, Ernest ; I have little in common 
with Beech Glen. I may find a world in which I also may 
do good, but not in the way that you and Bertha do it." 

" I and Bertha I" Our names had never before been thus 
coupled, and the blood rushed to my face. Julia arose from 
her seat, pressed her lips to my forehead, and then left me, 
too self-conscious to arrest her. She placed a paper in my 
hands, from which I read the following : 



We meet no more in silent bower-^ 

No more in festive hall^— 
Nor wh^i comes on the twSight ho^r, 

And ragh<>-dews ^gin to &11; 
The stars in silent beanty shine, 

As once they shone on high, 
When all thy blessed looks were mine, 

l%ottgh only now lihy 9^h, 



t 



^ No bitter grief, I know, is thine. 

Or else I might deplore ; 
The stream on which the stars may shine, 

Bleeps tranqnil as before. 
The rose may smile on many a bird, 

Though in her breast may lie. 
Until the nightingale be heard. 

Her sweetest breath, a sigK 

1 shall be in thy deepest 1ieai% 

A blessing and a pride — 
W'C met to love, we met to part-^ 

I was not for thy bride. 
And now when holiest dreams arise, 

My spirit will be nigh, 
A tender light in 4ihose deao: eyes. 

And on thy lip a sigh. 

I sat long holding the lines in my fingers, hardly conscioas 
I did so. I heard the leaves quiver to the touch of the 
lught-breeze, and the curtaiiQ swayed back and forth at the 
window, w«fting to my senses the odors of the plants from 

14 
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the garden ; but I did not heed the beauty of the external 
world, for within all was dark and despairing. I looked up 
to the stars, and it seemed to me that while I gazed upon 
them, they started into a wild dance — comets and planets 
hurtled through the sky in tumultuous disorder, as if chaos 
had come again. My eafs tang with bells, and cataracts 
foamed and roared therein. I tore open the cOUar at my 
neck, for I was oppressed and suffocated by the boiling of 
my blood, 

" This is life," I said ; never fruition here — ^neter just 
what we hope nor desire. The full cup quaffed, but enlarges 
the life for deeper draughts. We grasp the attainable, and 
in the very act our eyes look onward for the unattained. 
We tend to God — we centre in the Infinite, and thus do we 
spurn content in the finite. 

Julia, thou art right. I love thee madly, but not wisely. 
Very beautiful to me will be thy memory. Thank God, I 
met no scorn, no unwomanly coldness from thee. Thou 
didst love also. I bless thee for it, loveliest, sweetest 
daughter of Eve. I bless thy great heart, while I contemn 
thy wayward will. Thou hast cut the Gordian knot for me. 
Alas 1 alas ! how many knotted cords and bands bind 
together discordant elements, and there is no sharp sword 
nor daring hand to cut the knot I 

Ah 1 these unappeasable longings ; these vast and 
unquenchable aspirings are prototypes of the magnitude and 
elevation of the great future that awaits us. I tried to 
still the throbbing of my temples by writing ; but when I 
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had written one stanza I cast aside the pen, for the strings 
ing of words seemed child's play to one who longed for the 
Titan upheaving of the solid earth to scale the battlements 
of the Unseen. I said — 

There sure must be, 
In some refulgent, far-off cliine, 

A place where we, 
Bobbed and defrauded here, io time 

Shall garner there 
The fruitage sown in sorrow here— 

Blooms doubly fair, 
"Watered by many an earth-born tear. 

My mood changed, and then I saw myself — ^not as I am 
to-night, fevered, wretched, and alone, but as in the future 
— ^weighed ever by a secret grief — ^looking upon the brave, 
beautiful world, as if a sun-beam had died out of it — a sweet 
tone of Paradise made dumb forever — a blossom fairer than 
Eden-blooms, borne off into darkness and death. And I 
wrote with the tears falling in showers upon my paper — 
verse after verse, depicting the grief and the despair of love. 
I did not see the egotism which assumed that the universe 
must be in gloom because I am miserable ; for I believe in 
my heart that grief and wrong are so at variance with the 
ultimate designs of the good Father, that even as Jesus 
taught, the whole harmonies of the heavenly spheres are 
augmented when even om creature is lifted into a benign, 
true life. 
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Bat, as I said, I was carried onward into the fatnre of 
my grief, and addressed Julia in this wise : 

There^s not an hour of any day^ 

Nor dream of any night. 
But brings to me thy form alway, 

Though absent from my sight. 
The passing winds thy name repeat"^ 

The flower gives back thy face — 
The wilding bird, with muMc sweet, 

Keyiyes some witching gnioe» 

Oh, fairer than the lily £ftir ; 

Oh, sweeter than the rose; 
The sun Upon thy golden hair 

Delighted to repose. 
For me there is no sunlight now— » 

No bird nor any flower — 
1 only see thy marble brow, 

And thy deserted bower. 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

Hme shall teaoh thee ^at it is to grieve, 

And to rejoice. Frixkuh^s Sophocles. 

Mark how tiie widowed turtle, having lost 
The Mthftil partner of her royal heart, 
Stretches her feeble ?nng8 from coast to coast, 
Hants every path ; thinlcs every shade doth part 
Her absent love and her ; at length, unsped. 
She rebetakes her to her lonely bed. 
And there bewails her everlasting widowhead. 

QUARLBS. 

Many weeks have transpired since I last wrote in my 
journal. Julia left me, and I was as one utterly desolate. 
I grew ill, and now I felt how exceedingly happy children 
can make a household. Willy came and sat by my side, 
Mid talked quite in a dear old man way, and Lily laid her 
little head upon my pillow, and moved a space aside to 
place Jenny, the doll, by my cheek. Willy held my hand, 
and Lily asked of my pains. 

** Is it in your head or in your side, dear father," she 
questioned in a pretty solemn way. 

"In neither, Lily.'' 



318 BERTHA AND LILT ; OR, 

" Well, tell me, please, where it is, and I will make gruel 
and tea for you." 

" You cannot cure me, children," I said. 

Lily put her head close to my ear, and whispered, " You 
are so sorry that Cousin Julia is gone." 

" Are you not sorry also, Lily ?" 

" No ; I do not love her, but Willy does J' 

" Why do you not love her ?" 

" Because the Child Angel always goes away when Julia 
comes ; but it loves Cousin Bertha." 

At this moment John True came in : he talked of the 
people of Beech Glen ; but his great object seemed to be to 
cheer me, and to impress, as it were, upon my mind, that 
in our day women might live who were as holy, and noble, 
as the Prophetess of the Jews. I knew he meant Bertha. 

" It makes a man more sure-like of another world," con- 
tinued John, " to have seen one such woman." 

'^But such women have little human emotion," I said, 
doubtingly. 

" It seems to me," continued John, " that we may cut off 
a piece from the head of a man or a woman, and you have, 
after slicing from the top part, a devil (I shuddered all 
over at this illustration, for the top of my head is very 
sensitive) ; and then you may go on, and leave the head 
of one beast after another till you have only the reptile. 
Now, take any head and add — ^add to it, and you make us 
nearer and nearer to the angels ; but the reptile, and the 
devil, and the purely human are all there, and must have 
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a certain kind of action, more or less in proportion to their 
size-like ; and they must love ; or it may be, hate and sin, 
just as they are nearest to the good or the bad." 

'' That cannot be," I said ; " the greatly human are not 
tempted as we weaker ones are tempted." 

John fetched a long breath. ** The great heart has the 
most to endure ; it is weak and it is strong." I thought of 
Bertha, and I knew he thought of her also. I could see 
through the transparent plans of John. ** Bertha is very 
noble," I said, in a low voice. 

John fixed his eyes steadily upon my face for more than 
a minute, and then went on. 

" Parson Helfenstein, did you ever see Miss Bertha 
before she came to Beech Glen ?" 

" I think not." 

John drew close to my side. " Parson Helfenstein, I 
have watched you year after year. There is not a sign of 
falsehood about you ; I can trust you, and I will trust you. 
God has made you for one another just as much as ever he 
made our souls to love the truth,, and our eyes to love the 
light. I will speak." 

I arose in my bed, for Bertha was in my thought like an 
inspiring angel. 

" Yes, Parson Helfenstein, I will speak. Do you remem- 
ber when you were at the Sault St. Marie ? What did you 
see there ?" 

" Heavens and earth I It was Bertj^a. A thousand 
times has the soul-deep voice of Bertha, her heavenly eyes, 
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and diYiue patience i:eininded me of something which I in 
vain sought to recalJL I see it all n<^w. I remember an 
Indian wigwam — the awe of the savages. I remember 
a man and woman were there whom I scarcely noticed, so 
absorbed was I in that strange vision. A beautiful girl I 
saw with long hair,, white a& snow^ and totallj bMnd. She 
Bang holy hymns^ and replied to my words in a sweet 
unearthly voice. I fell upon my knees and prayed fervently, 
and wept also— and that was Bertha P 

"Yes, it was Bertha. Her friends were unkind — ^my 
sister and I took her to this, wild,, solitary i egicm tiU her 
strength came back. Her hair grew white, her eyes blind 
with weeping;" and John wept freely at the recitaL 

"John," I said,, "come, build a bower ro(Mn foe Bertha, 
here, opening to my library. Make it spacious, arch it, and 
alcove it ; nuike it like the sanctuary of a saint — with cioss 
and niche for prayer ; make it lovely aa a dream, with white 
columns and bath of marble, and interlacing vines, and 
tinge of rose blush — ^t for a beautiful woman." 

" But, Bertha" — interposed John. 

" Say nothing, my good, true friend," I replied ; " build 
me a bower, and it may be that Bertha will reject me as 
did Julia, But there is no prophecy without its field for 
accomplishment. Some fair bride, in some time to come 
will rest in the bower we shall build, if not that of Ernest 
Helfenstein^ 
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Ami dourm fte river^s g» frpmwf ,. 
like BOBc Void SMT m s trmaoe, 
Seeing afl Mi •>ro ■iwfciTf , 

Did ike look to Guelol ; 
Or vkn Oe Boon WS8 OTotaid, 
Gene two young kyren laAelj wed ; 
''/aai half nek ^ sfto^oMW," said 

The Ledy of Shalott Tekntson. 

Oh, I see the creecent promiae ol my spirit hath not set, 
Ancient founts of inspiration well through all my fknoy yet 

iBnx 

The journal of Bertha records the absenoe of Julia and 
the iUness of Ernest. 

" I have sent him flowers from the garden, and hare taken 
charge of the children," she says. " I told Defiance he wai 
ill, to which she replied : 

'' ' I don't wonder I He got dead in lore with that MiM 
Julia. I know it ; I saw it.' 

" ' Well, what then, Defiance V I replied. 

'^ ' Why, he ought to be ashamed of it ; he, a nAnStiUft 
of the gospel, ought to be aboTe such Tanity. Preiiy wMli 
she'd make for a miolfter ; titrirating about, b«la«#d and 

14* 
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bejewelled, ready to kill. No, Miss Bertha, I look upon 
your opinions as little better than hlasphemyj but you'd make 
a better wife for the clergy than Miss Jolia. A clergyman 
ought to marry to please his parish, more than to gratify 
his own carnal pleasures.' 

" * Oh, Defiance ; he swears to love in the marriage con- 
tract, and, ten to one, he couldn't love the woman who 
would please the parish.' 

** ' That only goes to show he's sold under sin, and not fit 
to preach repentance to others. There is Miss Mehitable 
Dusenbury, a nice, pious girl — one that prays a good hour 
in our private meetings, as I've told Parson Helfenstein 
with my own lips ; for many's the time my knees have ached 
when she's got through. Now, Hetty would a' had him ; I 
know she would. Perhaps he'll have her, now this Miss 
Julia's gone. And there's Sophronia Hutchings, with a 
little squint of the eye, it's true ; but that ought n't to be 
an objection to a pious mind. I've known her to near about 
go crazy trying to vnrite verses, because the Parson does ; 
but to my mind, a parson might be better employed. And 
as for Susan Lincoln, she wore her bow the pulpit side of 
her bonnet, and jined the church — all out of liking for the 
Parson ; and then. Lord bless you, he talked to her more 
like a father than a young man of thirty or thereabouts.' 

" I couldn't refrain from a laugh as Defiance rattled on, 
all the time braiding Jane's hair, and binding ribbons about 
the ends, with a strength that would set at naught the wear 
and tear of at least one day of obstropelous girldom. I 
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laughed more merrily thau is my wout, as these gaunt, lack- 
ardaisieal, and uncouth spinsters appeared, one after another, 
to my mmd's eye, leaning on the arm of the sensitive Ernest. 

" I drew on my India-rubber gloves, and donned my gar- 
den costume, leaving poor Defiance to her plans, while I 
dressed the vines around my lattice, removing the blighted 
leaves, and supporting the trailing branches. I find the 
wrens have built their pretty miracle-seeming *procreant 
cradle ' amid the twining branches of the rose. I am greatly 
pleased at this. Already the robins and the sparrows con- 
tend with my doves for their moiety of crumbs ; the stone 
vase at the end of the balcony, daily filled with fresh water, 
arrests the attention of many a wilding bird who hovers 
lightly above it, and then perches upon the rim to drink — 
anon he plunges in and laves his delicate wings, and flies 
again to the desert, where beats a heart glad at his coming. 
I watch his going with tearful eyes, but his beauty has made 
me glad, and his song vibrated upon my heart — what wouli 
I more? Do I envy the happiness of God's creatures? 
Yes ; for I am greater than they. I am infinitely better 
adapted to happiness ; and yet I sit in my solitary bower, 
making an hundred hearts glad, while mine own is desolate. 

" Ah me I I will to my garden. As I passed along, I 
saw the pious Hetty at the door of the parsonage, with a 
square package, nicely covered with a white napkin — some- 
thing, undoubtedly, to tempt the appetite of the Pastor. 
Jellies, and broths, and tarts, are lavished upon the good 
Ernest ; his heart must be harder than the nether mill-sitou*}, 
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if he resist so much kindness. Even Defiance has con- 
tribated her stock — no doubt preliminary to recommend- 
ing a suitable wife for the Pastor. I think I hear her little, 
sharp voice, dilating upon the charms and graces of Hetty, 
and see poor, patient Ernest, trying to look polite and inters 
ested. Ah I we do n^d a stout indiridualism to face this 
world and its dull, intermeddling people. It seems to me, 
one of the greatest annoyances to which a manly clergyman 
is subjected, must be this everlasting coddling from the 
women. And yet I don't know but it is agreeable to them ; 
were it otherwise, of course it would fall into disuse. Women 
treat the minister as if he were a big boy, to be wheedled 
and conciliated through the palate. The geraniums and 
verbenas create a wilderness of sweets about me — ^but I am 
not content. I am alone— my beauty will fade — ^my life die 
out ; and hereafter there will be a procession bearing the 
solitary spinster away to her lone ^rave, and she wOl be for- 
gotten. I know not why I should stay here, except that all 
places are alike to the soul — which ' is its own place.' Wwe 
I less intellectual — ^less individual — I should go to a convent, 
and end a dawdering life in unmeaning ceremonial. But as it 
is, I must toil in the best field open to me — which is here. 

"Meseems it were pleasant to wait the coming of the 
beloved ; to feel the pulse quicken as his footsteps awakened 
the silent echoes — to cull blossoms for his eye — to be joyously 
beautiful because he is joyous through our joy — to read the 
thought afar off, and reply thereto in silence more lovely 
than words. The one who answers to our thought is ours. 
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Ernest penetrates to the very soul of my speech, and 
answers thereto. He grows a lovely, inspired child-man, 
when in my presence, and he does not know that only love 
can effect this. Not for worlds would I interpret this to 
him. Were it the true, essential life to him, he would read 
its tokens — till that time comes I can irait. It may never 
come in this sphere of bemg — I oui still wait. 

" Ernest is Hamlet-like ; prmcely in his honor, lovely in 
his aflfections, reflective more than executive. He looks for 
some turn in events — some God-send interposition that shall 
bring about what he desires, and thus exonerate him from 
action. Ah I life is to do, as well as to be. We are the 
instruments of Fate, and Fate is but human Will. What 
we will is ours. We have but to seek and we find ; knock, 
and the infinite is evened to us. Nothmg is hidden from the 
searcher. 

" I remember Ernest's reading of Hamlet. It was far 
finer than anything I ever witnessed upon the stage, and 
the passage, — 

* Do you not oome your tardy son to chide, 
That lapsed in fume and poMum f Let^s go by 
The important actmg of your dread command ? 
O, sayl' 

brought the tears to his eyes. 

" * Do you adopt the reading of Collier V I asked, observ- 
ing he substituted ' fume ' for the old reading of * time.' " 

" * I do in this passage, most decidedly. The Time that 
elapsed was not very great ; but Hamlet, incapable of sud- 
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den action, called to a deed of vengeance from which his 
delicate sensibilities, and intellectual tendencies reyolt^d, 
strives to rouse up a foreign and extraneous element, in part 
real, in part feigned, to render him equal to the task enjoined 
him. His madness is a constUutumal infirmity of wiUy which 
readily verges into real madness, when a weak faculty is 
unduly taxed. Hamlet is the greatest of Shakspeare's 
plays, and one which only a pure mind can fully appreciate 
I sometimes think Hamlet is a sort of a clergyman,' he 
added, with a slight laugh, ' we are so apt to ' fume ' as 
he did ; when it would be more manlike to achieve. It is 
one of the few plays which our profession can appreciate 
quite as well as the play-goer.' 

" * Then you are opposed to the theatre,' I replied. 

" * No, but it is forbidden our profession ; and although 
I would sometimes gladly go, I do not ; because public 
opinion is against it.' 

" *AhI Ernest, is it well to let 'J dare not, wait 
upon I wovM V It seems to me the very province of the 
preacher is to mcike public opinion — ^not to follow it ; to 
lead — ^not be led. The masses will go to the theatre ; to 
me, it seems an engine, not second to the pulpit in moral 
force. Give this over to the degraded, and the unprincipled, 
and it is a stream of never-ending corruption Let the cul- 
tivated, the good, be there to approve or condemn ; let the 
virtuous act there as public censors ; and the actors would 
be compelled to reform. Vicious, and corrupting plays 
would be banished ; and the public taste demand new aud 
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healthful aliment. The clergy have written plays, but not 
always those of highest taste or morals ; as witness, one 
or more of Matonn's. In Europe, the ripest scholars and 
most distinguished litterateurs take the office of Stage Mana- 
gers ; while in our country, half-educated foreigners, with 
their transatlantic prejudices and predilections, or men of 
little or no culture from among ourselves, occupy a position 
demanding the highest moral and artistic insight. It seems 
to me that wherever our humanity most congregates, under 
whatever aspect, there our clergy should be panoplied in 
the purity, and the heart-singleness of him who went about 
doing good — ^his white skirts unsoiled by the presence of pub- 
licans and sinners.' 

'' Ah me I I recall so much that Ernest has said, so much 
that he has quickened in my own mind, that my life is 
becoming little more than a reflex of his. And so it may 
be — ^marriage to me would be a sort of moral, intellectual, 
and individual death. And yet, in the true marriage, it is 
not necessarily so. In most of marriages the parties strike a 
balance, and produce a sort of average between them, by 
which neither is of very great import. I closed my eyes 
just now and I found myself in a reverie, such as come to 
women, married or single. Dreams I Dreams of the Ideal, 
which cling to the woman-heart till the world renders it 
utterly callous — ^and then, God help her ; angels fold their 
white wings, and glide silently from the threshold. 

^*I, a solitary spinster, imagined a lover. I will not tell 
whose form he took. I said :-^We are unlike in our modes 
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of thought ; and yet we are each trath-seekmg and traih- 
loying, and therefore do we harmonize. He 1ms bett^ 
defined lines ; I, more perspectiye. He is fond d abstract 
reasoning ; I, of spiritual insight. He tends to the real, I, 
to the ideal ; and thus we never weary. I have always some- 
thing to learn of him — ^he, of me. When he is grave, I 
grow merry ; when he is melancholy, I spiritualize ; but if 
he weeps, I weep also ; but always with more hopefulness 
than he, and my tears are sooner dried, for I am the eom^ 
forter. 

" I never watch his, my lover's, mood ; but I fit into it, 
unknowing the how or why. He watches mine more. He 
sometunes looks anxiously at me— -he is disturbed at mj 
calm ; but I raise my eyes to his — I smile ; I know not how 
it is on the face, but in my heart it is sunshine. I put my 
hand in his — he covers it with kisses. He folds me to his 
heart as if I were a portion of his own soul. I do not know 
whether the words vMered are mine or his. I do not know 
whether the eyes are his or mine, or God's own. I do not 
know whether I am child or woman, or a thought only — a 
sweet, delicious thought, reposing in its own singleness of 

joy. 

^* I do not think of marriage. The bridal pair should be 
looked upon reverently — they should receive beautiful gifts. 
The Jew was exempt from military duty a whole year after 
marriage. Moses had a dim shadowing of the ease, the 
almost lavish luxury and beauty which should invest the 
marriage of love. Chastely beautiful should be the bridal 
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bower. The married pair may be humble in life, toilsome 
and uncultivated ; but true love is an apt pupil. He is 
modest and reverent, and delights in the fresh blossom, the 
snowy veil, the sweet seclusion, and lavendered comeliness. 
The rose is upon the pillow, the flower-vase upon the table, 
the crucifix suggesting prayer, and the saintly beatitude 
inviting praise. 

"Thus far had I written — there is a step upon the 
threshold ; I know it is his — only his. I blush — ^I tremble ; 
Ernest, it is thou — thou my lover — and the tears gushed to 
my eyes. Lie thou there, my eagle quill. I may never 
need thee more ; but I will keep thee, brave pinion, for 
thou hast buoyed me up when the shadows of the valley lay 
low upon me. Kecord this song of gladness, oh I eagle 
plume, and then thy task is done : 

DOST REMEMBER. 

^^ Dost remember in the sunshine 

How we loitered one bright day, 
While the shimmering, green woodbine 

Kissed the fountain in its play? 
And the roses, over-flushing, 

Scattered crimson all along ; 
And my cheek too pale fot blushing, 

Hid itself the leaves among? 

^^ Dost remember in the nooning. 
Deftly still the fountain played 
Over moss-rocks, idly croning 
To the violets in the sliade ? 
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^ Ah I' the rock is but repeatiug, 
Some old babble o'er and o'er— 

* Give us two,' I cried, ' a greeting 
Lovers never had before.' 

^^ Dost remember, half in scorning. 

Thus I answered back the brook? 
For the blush since early morning 

Gave my cheek too bright a look, 
And my langh came soft and slowly 

In the shadow of the woods ; 
And despite of pride, more lowly 

Was the flitting of my moods. 

"Dost remember, thy replying 

To that mockery of mine ? 
Oh, thy voice was like the sighing 

Of the fountain and the vine ; 
And the sweetest words were spoken 

In that calm and lovely dell — 
Sweetest silence, sweetest broken 

By the words, *I love thee well.' 

" Dost remember, how I trembled, 

Nor upraised to thine my eyes ? 
Knowing well that I dissembled 

In my meaningless replies ; 
For thy hand with slightest pressure 

Touched my own like mystic spell, 
And the fountain poured its treasure ; 

But to me it silent fell. 
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" Dost remember thy dear sayiug, 

* Love that's told lacks one best token : 
What is ours is past the praying — 

Sweetest words are left nnspoken V 
Thus we two became a power, 

Holding earth as at onr feet — 

Brook, and bird, and leafy bower, 

Silent grow when lovers meet. 

" Dost remember that still gloaming. 

And the deeper life we bore — 
How the woodland since the morning 

Grew more solemn than before ? 
Deepest meanings overflowing 

From the mystic spring's etern ; 
But the sweetest was the knowing 

Thou shouldst leave me — to return.^ 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 

♦ ♦ • that thou art happy, owe to God ; 
That thou continuest sach, owe to thyself. 

Milton. 

[from the journal of ERNEST.] 

After my interview with John, I arose, ashamed of the 
illness which was in the mind — ^not body. It was the sun- 
dering of cherished hopes which left me supine and bereft 
of that relation to the beautiftil which is the base of our 
vitality. Now a new star had arisen in my soul ; angels went 
and came with new songs, and I longed to go forth in quest 
of the object which had unknowingly reigned in my inmost 
heart. 

It was early June. I remembered how lovely, a year 
before, Julia looked, as the summer came. Thou art indeed 
noble and true, fairest of the daughters of Eve, I said ; but 
Bertha is the daughter of a new era — ^her foot may have 
been defiled with dust, but her eyes penetrate to the 
divine. The thorn hath pierced her brow — the gall hath 
touched her lips ; she hath bent beneath the Cross, but lo I 
she is transfigured before us. Thus did I talk to myself, 
and entered the dome where Bertha instructed my people. 
Lily rested at her feet — ^Tiger, upon the door-step, listened 



to the soft flow of her voice ; and maidens and matronS) 
with needle in hand, learned much that women should lei^n 
ifrom the lips of woman only. 

'^ Come in^ my Mend>" said Bertha^ extending her hand 
to me. The honr for closing the readings had arriyed, and 
soon the little sanctuary contained oDiy laly, and Bertha^ 
and Ernest. 

We were all silent. Bertha's silence was eloquent as 
words. She stood, and her attitude was eloquent also. A 
sculptor would have chosen her for a new divinity — the 
expression of a new tetelation of womanhood. Lily went 
out in chase of a butterfly, and I approached the spot where 
Bertha stood. She blushed'^'^he stepped aside ; I thought 
of the lovely Genevieve of Coleridge. She divined my 
thoughts, for she looked into my eyes, and read my soul 
there. Suddenly Bertha raised hers upward, and the slight 
blush I had first discerned, faded to a marble whiteness 
*'Do not speak, Bertha," I said "do not speak ; you aro 
the vision of Sault St. Marie. You are the white-haired^ 
blind vision that has haunted me for yearsv'^ 

Bertha's eyes fell softly upon my face, " Ernest,'' she said) 
*' I have borne my Cross. I have pressed in secret the thcKm 
to my side ; I dared not face till now my whole destiny. 
But now — ^now I hide nothing from the light-^nothing from 
my own soul. Lily — " she was silent. 

Then that resemblance, which so often had puzzled and 
perplexed me, was at once explained. She gave me the let* 
ter of the faithful Dixrothy, to read» who had edckened and 
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died on her way, after having sought and found the child 
so long hidden from its mother. 

Thus we talked and went forth instinctively, seeking the 
sweet haunts of nature, where the waters steal softly onward, 
and the flickering leaves work double spells upon the face of 
beauty. I know not how I told my love— if ever told* I 
only know that Bertha's dear hand was in mine, that her 
tears fell heavenly soft upon my shoulder, arul I did not 
think of Julia. My life was full. 

Ah I to adore beauty — ^lovely in itself, yet ever receding 
from the material — to be one in thought with a mind our 
equal — our superior it may be, yet wholly womanly in its 
tone — to be loved, and to love from the depths of sentiment, 
where each have a blending of that passionate enthusiasm 
which vitalizes and exalts the life, this is to love truly, 
and with the foot upon the threshold of the Eternal ; and 
thus do I and the heavenly Bertha love. 

It is many weeks since this assurance became mine, and 
every day I find some new aspect of life, more noble and 
more beautiful, in Bertha, than I had hitherto conceived. 
How delicately did she say, " Ernest, you are an admirer of 
Milton. He thought it not seemly to marry even a widow. 
Wait, think ; marriage is too holy, too lovely to be lightly 
assumed, or to leave upon it even the possible of discontent." 

To my urgent request, she at length allowed it to be known 
that we were betrothed. Indeed, we made the ceremony pub- 
lic after the Oerman mode, that our position might be held 
the more sacred in the eyes of our people. 

We were betrothed in the month of roses. It had been 
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agreed that Lily (now doubly dear to us both) and Willy, 
should usher the procession to the church of Beech Glen. 
The people were now all one in heart with their pastor. 
The little edifice was garlanded with flowers, and all along 
children and youth lavished blooms upon our pathway. 

One thing was most noticeable. As Bertha came forth 
to meet me, she was clad in a rose-colored robe, sprigged 
with gold, and a white veil hid her .face from me. It was 
the vision I had so often seen— the hidden face also. Softly 
Bertha put aside the veil, and now the face was no longer 
hidden. 

What of Julia ? ddes the dear reader ask ? Julia's tearg 
were soon dried. Her marriage Receded that of Ernest, 
although she had the work all before her — a lover to win, as 
well as wealth, and fashion to gratify. Her marriage real- 
ized her own idea of Beauty and the Beast, for never was a 
rich, loving soul, more uncouthly set. Julia declares she is 
delighted that nobody will envy her her husband, while they 
do envy her carriage, her velvets, and diamonds. 

She writes long letters to Beech Glen, in which she does 
not fail to laugh at her former "terrible hallucination." 
The truth is, she says> " a poet makes the unreal seem so 
like truth, that we lend ourselves to it without questioning. 
There is a charm about Beech Glen, that quite bewitched 
me. I'll not venture foot upon it again till I am old, grey 
headed, and miserable — which means never ; for a woman is 
a fool to ever count more than twenty-five. And nobody 
wears grey hairs since the invention of dye ; and as for 
misery, I cannot for the life of me stay put in that line." 
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" I write verses for the magazines — ^perfect love verses, 
thanks to jon, Ernest — all aboat anfortiinate attachmenti 
and broken hearts^ and I declare to you I shed real tears 
while I write them. I have wet a half dozen pocket-handker^ 
chiefs over a single poem. I am growing very popular^ for 
the public favors misery. My husband, dear, good sonl, 
said, this morning, ' Why> Jolia, I fear yon are not happy -/ 
and yon shoold have seen how I assured him to the contrary, 
^he world is stupid enough, I am sure, and I should really 
be miserable in it, were I not able to write-^bat a few lines 
of poetry, a few tears dropped Upon the paper, quite sets 
me up again. It seems very nice and romantic to have a 
tecrtt sorrow^ whether real or imaginary*" 

And so Julia lives, as thousands of women do, by crushing 
out the heart — ^by living the surface of things ; fearful td 
encounter the deep, earnest revelations of life, lest they 
should conflict with the gay ease, and smooth, unmeaning^ 
routine of fashionable life. 

** Oontent to dwell in decencies forever^'^ 

they close their eyes to the sweet and ennobling teachings 
of nature ; and, like the deaf adder, that '' will not listen to 
the voice of the charmer, charm he never so wisely," they 
will not listen to the beautiful, universe-pervading voices of 
Eternal Truth. 
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